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THE ARGUMENT. 


The fourth battle enki, in ; which Neptune aſſits 2 
the Greeks : : the acts of Idomeneus. : 


Neptune, 3 for the lf if the K upon 
ſeeing the fortification forced by Hector, who had en- 
tered the gate near the /iation of the Ajaxes, aſſumes 
the ſhape of Calcbas, and inſpires thoſe heroes to op · 
poſe him i then in the form of one of the generals, 
encourages the vther Greeks who had retired to their 
veſſels. The Ajaxes form their troops in a cloſe pha + 
lanx, and put a ſtop to Hector and the Trojans, Se- 
weral deeds of valour are performed: Mzriones lo- 
ſing his ſpear in the encounter, rzpairs to ſeek ans. 
ther at the tent of Idomeneus : this occaſions a con- 
verſation between thoſe !wo warriors, aubo return to- 
gether to the battle. Idomencus fignaliz:s his cou- 
rage above the reſt; he kills Othryoneus, Afius, and 
Alcathous: Deiphobus and X neas march againſt him, 


and at length Idomentus retires, Menclaus wounds 
VoL, II. | A | 
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Helenus, and kills Piſander, The Trejans are re- 

. pulſed in the left wing ;* HeTor flill keeps his ground 
againſt the Ajaxes; till being galled by the Licrian 
finger. and archers, Polydamas adviſes t9 call a 
council of war « Hector approves his advice, but goes 
firſt to rally th? Trejans ; upbraids Paris, rejeins 
e meets Ajax agen and renews the at- 

15 tack, | 


-2T he eight and twentieth day aill continues. The 


ſcene is between the Grecian wall and the ſea-ſhore, 


-7Hen now the Thund'rer on the ſea · beat coaſt. 
Had fix'd great Hector and his conqu'ring hoſt ; 


2 He left them to the fates, in bloody fray —_ 
To toil and ſtruggle thro” the well-fought day. | 
Then turn'd to Thracia from the field of fight 5 
Th oſe eyes that ſhed inſufferable light, _ 
To where the Myſians prove their martial force, 
And hardy Thracians tame the ſavage horſe; 
And where the ſar-fam'd Hippemolgian ſtrays, 
- Renown'd for juſtice and for length of days; 10 
Thrice happy race! that, innocent of blood, 
From milk, innoxious, ſeek their ſimple food: 
Jove ſees delighted; and avoids the ſcene 


Of guilty Troy, of arms, and dying men: 


No aid, he deeme, to either hoſt is giv „ 15 


While his high Us ſuſpends the pow'rs of heav' n. 
Meantime the monarch of the wat'ry main 


Obſerv'd the Thund'rer, nor obſerv'd in vain, 
In Samothracia, on a mountain's brow, 


Whoſe waving woods o'erhung the deeps below, 20 


He ſat; and round him caſt his azure eyes, 
Where Ida's miſty tops confus'dly riſe ; 
Below, fair Ilion's glitt'ring ſpires were ben; ; 
The crouded ſhi Ps, and ſable ſeas between, 


Fleet as the winds, and deck'd with golden manes. 
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T here, from the cryſtal chambers of the main, 2; 
Emerg'd, he ſat, and mourn'd his Argives ſlain, 
At Jove incens'd, with grief and fury ſtung, 
Prone down the rocky ſteep he ruſh'd along; 
7X Pierce as he paſs'd, the lofty mountains nod, ? 
Ihe foreſts ſhake! earth trembled as he trad, 30 
3 And felt the footſteps of th' immortal God. 0 
From realm to realm three ample ſtrides he took, 
And, at the fourth, the diſtant EEA ſhook, 
Par in the bay his ſhining palace ſtands, 
Eternal frame! not rais'd by mortal hands: TT 
This having reach'd, his braſs-hooPd ſeeds he reins, 


Refulgent arms his mighty limbs infold, 

Immortal arms, of adamant and gold, „ 
He mounts the car, the golden ſcourge applies, 48 
He ſits ſuperior, and the chariot flies: 
His whirling wheels the glaſſy ſurface ſweep ; . 
Th? enormous monſters rolling oer the deep, 
Gambol around him on the wat'ry way; . 
And heavy whales in aukward meaſures play: 
The ſea ſubſiding ſpreads a level plain, 
Exults, and owns the monarch of the main; 


45 


6 b | The parting waves before his courſers fly: 


The wond'ring waters leave his axle dry. 


hetween where Tenedos the ſurges lave, 


Deep in the liquid regions lies a cave 50 5 | 


And rocky Imbrus breaks the rolling wave: 


4 | There the great ruler of the azure round 


N And link'd their fetlocks with a golden band, 
 # Infrangible, immortal: there they tay, 


Stopt his ſwiſt chariot, and his ſteeds unbound, 
Fed with ambroſial herbage from his hand, 55 


The father of the floods purſues his way; 

Where, like a tempeſt dark'ning heav'n around, 

Or fiery deluge that devours the ground, 60 
1 22 8 
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Th' i impatient Trojans, in a gloomy throng, 
Embattled roll'd, as Hector ruſh'd along, 


To the loud tumult and the barb'rous cry, 
The heav'ns re- echo, and the ſhores reply: . 
They vow deſtruction to the Grecian name, 65 

And in their hopes the fleets already flame. 


But Neptune, riſing from the ſeas profound, 


Ihe Cod whoſe earthquakes rock the ſolid ground, 
Now wears a mortal form; like Calchas ſeen, 


Such his loud voice, and fock his manly mien; 70 


His ſhouts inceſſant ev'ry Greek inſpire, 
But moſt th? Ajaces, adding fire to fire. 


'Tis yours, O warriors, all our hopes to raiſe.; 
Oh recolle& your ancient worth and praiſe! L 5 
Tis yours to fave us, if you ceaſe to fer; 75 


Flight, more than ſhameful, is deſtructive here. 
On other works tho? Troy with fury fall, 
And pour her armies o'er our batter'd wall ; ; [thrown, 
There, Greece has lirength: but this, this part o'er- 
Her ſtrength were vain ; I dread for you alone, 80 
Here Hector rages like the force of fire, 
Voaunts of his Gods, and calls high Jove his fire. 
If yet ſome heav'nly pow?r your breaſt excite, 
Breathe in your hearts, and ſtring your arms to fight, 5 


Greece yet may live, her threaten'd fleet maintain; 85 

And Hector's force, and Jove's own aid, be vain. 
Then with his ſceptre that the deep controuls, 

He touch'd the chiefs, and ſteel'd their manly ſouls: 


Strength, not their own, the touch divine imparts, 
Prompts their light limbs, and ſwells their daring hearts. 
Then as a falcon from the rocky height, 91 
Her quarry ſeen, impetuous at the ſight . 

Forth ſpringing inſtant, darts herſelf from high, 


Shoots on the wing, and ſkims along the {ky: 
Such, and ſo ſwift, the pow'r of Ocean flew; 95 


The wide horizon ſhut him from their view, 
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Th' inſpiring Cod, Oileus' active ſon 2 


N Perceiv'd the firſt, and thus to Telamon. 


Some God, my friend, ſome God in human form, 


fav ring deſcends, and wills to ſtand the ſtorm. 100 


Not Calchas this, the venerable ſeer; 
Short as he turn'd, I ſaw the pow'r appear: 


1 mark'd his parting, and the ſteps he trod; 
His own bright evidence reveals a God, 


Ev'n now ſome energy divine I ſhare, _ 105 


And ſeem to walk on wings, and tread in air 1 


With equal ardour (Telamon returns) 
My ſoul is kindled, and my boſom burns; ; 


New riling ſpirits all my force alarm, | 
Lift each impatient limb, and brace my arm. 110 
This ready arm, unthinking, ſhakes the dart 3 | 
The blood pours back, and fortifies my heart?! 
Singly, methinks, yon tow'ring chief I meet; 


And ſtreteh the dreadſul Hector at my feet. | 
Full of the God that urg'd their burning breaſt, 115 


The heroes thus their mutual warmth expreſt. 
Neptune meanwhile the routed Greeks inſpir'd; 
Who breathleſs, pale, with length of labours tir'd, 
Pant in the ſhips; while Troy to conqueſt calls, 
And ſwarms victorious o'er their yielding walls: 120 
Trembling before th? impending ſtorm they lie, 


While tears of rage ſtand burning in their eye. 
Greece ſunk they thought, and this their fatal hour; * 


But breathe new courage as they feel the pow . 
Teucer and Leitus firſt his words excite ; 125 


Then ſtern Peneleus rites to the fight; 


Ihoas, Deipyrus, in arms renown'd, 


And Merion next, th' impulſive fury found; 


Laſt Neſtor's ſon the ſame bold ardour takes, 


While thus the God the martial fire awakes, 130 
Oh lating infamy! | oh dire diſgrace | | 


To chiets of vig 'rous youth, and manly race ! 
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I ruſted 3 in the Gods, and you, to ſee 

Brave Greece vigorious, and her navy free: 

the glorious combat you diſclaim, 135 
And one black day clouds all her former fame, _ 


_ Heav'ns! what a prodigy theſe eyes ſurvey, 
Voſeen, unthought, till this amazing day! 
F'y we at length from Troy's oft- conquer'd bands? 
And falls our fleet by ſuch inglorious hands? 140 
A rout undiſciplin'd, a ſtraggling train, 5 


Not born to glories of the duſty plain; 
Like ſrighted fawns from hill to hill P's, 


Wo prey: to ev'ry ſavage of the wood: 


$324! theſe, ſo late who trembled at your name, 145 


Invade your camps, involve your ſhips in flame? 


A charge ſo ſhameful, ſay, what cauſe has wrought ? 2 


" he ſoidier's baſeneſs, or the general's fault? 


Feols! will ye periſh for your leader's vice 
The purchaſe infamy, and life the price? 150 


is not your cauſe, Achilles' injur'd fame: 
 Another's is the crime, but yours the ſhame, _ 


Grant that our chief offend through rage or luſt, 

Muſt you be cowar.'s, if your king's unjuſt ? 
Prevent this evil, and your country ſave: 155 

vmall thought retrieves the ſpirits of the brave, 

'{hipk, and ſubdue! on daſtards dead to fame 
} walle no anger, for they feel no ſhame: _ 


But you, the pride, the flow'r of all our hoſt, 


My heart weeps blood to ſee your glory loſt! 160 
Nor deem this day, this battle, all you loſe; _ 
A day more black, a ſate more vile, enſues. 

Let each reflect, who prizes fame or breath, | 

On endleſs infamy, on inſtant death. fb 5 
For lo! the ſated time, th' appointed ſhore; 163 
lark! the gates burſt, the brazen barriers roar ! 

I petuous Hector thunders at the wall; 

1 he hour, the ſpot, to conquer, or to fall, 
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|] heſe words the Grecians fainting hearts inſpire, 
And liſt'ning armies catch the godlike fi e. 170 
Fix'd at his poſt was each bold Ajax found, 
With well rang'd ſquadrors ſtrongly circled round: 


Up So cloſe their order, ſo diſpos'd their fight, 


As Pallas“ ſelf might view with fix'd delight; 
Or had the God of war incl:n'd his eyes, — 75 
The God of war had own'd a juſt ſurpriſe. SY 
A choſen phalanx, firm, refolv'd as fate, 
Deſcending H or and his battle wait, 
An iron ſcene gleams dreadful o'er the fields, 5 
Armour in armour lock'd, and ſhields in ſhields, 180 
Spears lean on ſpears, on targets targets throng, 
Helms ſtuck to helms, and man drove man along. 
The floating plumes unnumber'd wave above, 
As when an earthquake ſtirs the nodding grove ; 
And levell'd at the ſkies with pointing rays, 185 
Their brandiſh'd lances at each motion blaze. 
Thus breathing death, in terrible array, 
The cloſe compacted legions urg'd their way: 
Fierce they drove on, impatient to deſtroy 
Troy charg'd the firſt, and Hector firſt of Troy, 19% 
As from ſome mountain's craggy forehe id torn, 
A rock's round fragment flies, with fury boin, 
(Which from the ſtubborn ſtone a torrent te), 
Precipitate the pond'rous maſs deſcends : 


From Reep to ſteep the rolling ruin bounds; = 299---: 


At ev'ry ſnock the crackling wood reſounds ; ; | 
Still gath'ring force, it ſinokes; and, urg'd amain, 
Whurls, leaps, and thunders down, impetuous o the 
plain: | 
There ſtops—80 Hedor. Their hots force he prov 'd, 
Refiſtleſs when he rag'd, and when he ſtopt, unmov'd. 
Oa him the war is bent, the darts are ſhed, 201 
And all their faulchions wave around his head: 
A 4. 
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| Repuls'd he ſtands, nor from his ſtand retires; 

But with repeated ſhouts his army fires, 

Troj ins! be firm: this arm ſhall make your way 205 


1 hrough yon ſquare body, and that black array: 


Stand, and my ſpear ſhall rout their ſcatt'ring pow 'r, 


Strong as they ſeem, embattled like a tow'r, 
For he that Juno's heav'nly boſom warms, 3 
The firſt of Gods, this day inſpires our arms. 210 
He ſaid, and rous'd the ſoul in ev'ry breaſt; 
Urg'd with deſire of fame, beyond the reſt, 


Forth march'd Deiphobus; but aciebing, held. 


Before his wary eps, his ample ſhield, | 
Bold Merion aim'd a ſtroke, (nor aim'd it wide); 215 


Ihe glitt'ring jav'lin pierc'd the tough bull-hide ; 
But pierc'd not through: unfaithful to his hand, 
The point broke ſhort, and ſparkled in the ſand, 


The Trajan warrior, touch'd with timely fear, 
On the rais'd orb to diſtance bore the ſpear :- 220 


The Greek retrea: ing, mourn'd his fruſtrate blow, nw 


And cuss'd the treach'rous lance that ſpar'd a foe; 

Then to the ſhips with ſurly ſpeed he went, 

To ſeek a ſurer jav'lin in his tent. 
Meanwhile with riſinig rage the battle 3 225 

T he tumult thickens, and the clamour grows, 

Ey Teucer's arm the warlike Imbrius bleeds, 


E.e yet to Troy the ſons of Greece were led, 


In fair Pedæus' verdant paſtures bred, | 230 


The youth had dwelt; remote from war's alarms, 


And bleſs'd in bright Medeſicaſte's arms: 


(This nymph, the fruit of Priam's raviſrd;j joy, 


Ally'd the warrior to the houſe-of Troy). 


To Troy, when glory call' d his arms, he came, 225 
And match'd the braveſt of her chiefs in tame: 


With Priam's ſons, a guardian of the throne, 
He liv'd, belov'd and honour'd as his o.] ] ”:n. 
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Him Teucer pierc'd between the throat and ear: 
He groans beneath the Telamonian ſpear. oY 40 
As from ſome far- ſeen mountain's airy crown, 
Subdu?d by ſteel, a tall aſh tumbles down, 
And ſoils its verdant treſſes on the ground: 
so falls the ycuth; his arms the fall reſound. 
| Then Teucer ruſhing to deſpoil the dead, 245 
From Hector's hand a ſhining jav'lin fled : EY 
He ſaw, and ſhunn'd the death; the forceful dart 
Sung on, and pierc'd Amphimacus' heart, 
Creatus' ſon, of Neptune's forceful lin 
Vain was his courage, and his race divine! 250 
Proſtrate he falls; his clanging arms reſound, 
And his broad backler thunders on the ground, 
To ſeize his beamy helm the victor flies, 
And juſt had faſten'd on the dazzling prize, 
When Ajax” manly arm a jav lin flung ; 255 
Full on the ſhield's round boſs the weapon rung; 


Use felt the ſhock, nor more was doom'd to feel, 


Secure in mail, and ſheath'd.in ſhining ſteel, 
| Repuls'd he yields; the victor Greeks obtain 
The ſpoils conteſted, and bear off the flain, 260 
Between the leaders of th' Athenian line, 
(Stichius the brave, Meneſtheus the divine), 
Deplor d Amphimacus, ſad object! lies; 
Imbrius remains the fierce Ajaces' prize. 
As two grim lions bear acroſs the lawn, 268 
Snatch'd from devouring hounds, a ſlavgnmer'd fawn, .. 
In their fell jaws high-lifting through the wood, 
And ſprinkling all the {hrubs with drops of blood; 
Sa theſe the chief: great Ajax from the dead 
Strips his bright arms, Oileus lops his head: 270 
Toſs'd like a ball, and whirl'd in air away, ; 
At HeQor's feet the gory viſage lay. 
The God of ocean fir'd with ſtern diſdain, 
And pierc'd with ſorrow for his grandſon flain, _ 
943 


Fierce for the fight: to whom the God begun, 285 


Who rul'd where Calydon's white rocks ariſe, 
And Pleuron's chalky cliffs emblaze the ſkies. 


Nor fear with-holds, nor ſhameful ſloth detains, 
1 hat far, ſar diſtant from our native home 


Once foremoſt in the fight, ſtill prone to lend 
Or arms, or counſels; now perform thy belt, 
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lulpires the Grecian hearts, confirms their hands, 27 3 
And breathes deſtruction on the Trojan bands, 

Swift as a whirlwind ruſhing to the fleet, 


He finds the lance- fam'd Idomen of Crete; 
11's penſive brow the genꝰrous care expreſt 5 
With which a wounded ſoldier touch'd his breaſt, 280 


Whom in the chance of war a jav'lin tore, 


And his ſad comrades from the battle bore z 
Hm to the ſurgeons of the camp he ſent; 


That office paid, he iſſu'd from his tent, 


In Thoas' voice, Andrzmon's valiant ſon, 


Where's now th” imperious vaunt, the daring boaſt 
Of Greece victorious, and proud Ilion loſt? 290 
To whom the king. On Greece no blame be thrown, 
Arms are her trade, and war is all her own, 
Her hardy heroes from the well fought plains 


„ % « *. Ns A A 
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* Tis heav'n, alas! and Jove's all pow'rful doom, 295 


Wills us to fall, inglorious! Oh my friend! 
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And what thou canſt not ſingly, urge the ret. 300 
Thus he; and thus the God, whoſe force can make 


Ihe ſolid globe 's eternal baſis ſnake: 

Ah! never may he ſee his native land, 

| But feed the vultures on this hateful rand, : 
Who ſ:eks ignobly in his ſhips toſtay, e 


Nor dares to combat on this ſignal day! f . 


For this, behold! in horrid arms I ſhine, 
And urge thy ſoul to rival acts with mine; 


Together let us battle on the plain; 
1 vio, nt the worſt; nor en this ſuccour vain; 310 
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Whom thus he q leſtions: ever belt of friends! ! 
O ſay, in ev'ry art of battle ſkill'd, | 
What holds thy courage from ſo brave a fi: 1d? 
On ſome important meſſage art thou bound, 
Or bleeds my friend by ſo ne unhappy wound ? 330- 


Ihe reſt lies rooted in a Trojan ſhield, 330 
To whom the Cretan: Enter, and receive 
The wanted weapons; thoſe my tent can give; 
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Not vain the weakeſt, if their force unite; 


But ours, the braveſt have confeſs'd in figlit. 

I his ſaid, he ruſhes where the combat burns z 
Swift to his tent the Cretan king returns, 1 9 
From thence, two jav'lins glitt'ring in his hand, 315 


And clad in arms that lighten'd all the ſtrand, 
Fierce on the foe th' impetuous hero drove; 


Like lightning burſting from the arm cf Jove. 


Which to pale man the wrath of heav'n declares, 


Or terrifies th' offending world with wars; 320 
In ſtreamy ſparkles, kindling all the ſkies, 


From pole to pole thetrail of glory flies. 
Thus his bright armour o'er the dazzled throng 
Gleam'd dreaifa!, as the monarch fliſh'd along. 
Him, near his tent, Merioges attends; 


95 
ta 
wi 


Inglorious here, my ſoul abhors to ſtay, 


And glows with proſpeAs of th! approaching day, 


O prince! (Meriones replies), whole care 


Leads forth th' embattled ſons of Crete to war; 


This ſpeaks iy grief; this headleſs lance I wield ; 


2 


Spears I have ſtore, (and Trojan lances all), 


I hat ſhed a luſtre round th illumin'd wall, 342 


Theugh I, diſdainful of the diſtant war, 


Nor trutt the dart, or aim th' uncertain (pear, 


Yet hand to hand I fight, and ſpoil the fl. in; 


And thence theſe trophies and theſe ar.ns I gain. 


Enter, and fee on heaps the helmets roll'd, l 


And high-hung pears, and ſhields bat ime with gold. | 
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Nor vain (ſaid Merion) are our martial toils; 3 


e too can boaſt of no ignoble ſpoils, 


But thoſe my ſhip contains; whence diſtant far, 


1 fight conſpicuous in the van of TE 1 3s 


What need I more? If any Greek there be 


Who knows not Merion, I appeal to thee, | 


To this Idomeneus: The fields of fight g 


Have prov'd thy valour, and unconquer'd might; 
And were ſome ambuſh for the foes deſign'd, 355 


Ev'n there thy courage would not lag behind, 


In that ſharp ſervice, ſingled from the reſt, 


The fear of each, or valour, ſtands confeſt, 
No farce, no firmneſs, the pale coward ſhows; 


He ſhifts his place; his colour comes and goes; 260 


A droppi:.g ſweat creeps cold on ev'ry part; 


5 Againſt his boſom beats his quiv'ring heart; 
Terror and death in his wild eye balls ſtare; 
| With chatt'ring teeth he ſtands, and ſtiff ning hair, 


And looks a bloodleſs image of deſpair! 365 
Not ſo the brave ſtill dauntleſs, ſtill the ſame, 
Unchang'd his colour, and unmov'd his frame; 
Compos'd his thought, determin'd is his eye, 

And fix'd his ſoul, to conquer or to die: 


It aught diſturb the tenor of his breaſt, 370 


Tis but the wiſh to ſtrike before the reſt. 
In ſuch eſſays thy blameleſs worth is known, 
And ev'ry art of dang'rous war thy own. 


By chance of fight whatever wounds you bore, 
Thoſe wounds were glorious all, and all before; 375 
Such as may teach, *twas ſtill thy brave delight. 
 T*oppoſe thy boſom where the foremoſt fight, 


But why, like infants, cold to honour's charms, 


Stand we to talk, when glory calls to arms? 


Go—from my conquer'd ſpears the choiceſt take, 330 
And to their owners lend them nobly back. 
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Swift as the word bold Merion ſnatch'd a ſpear, 
And breathing fl. -1ghter follow'd to the war, 
So Mars armipotent invades the plain, 
(The wide deitroyer of the race of man), 385 


Lerror, his beſt lov'd ſon, attends his courſe, 


Arm'd wita ſtern bldoels, and enormous force; 


_'The pride of haughty warriors to confound, 
And lay the ſtrength of tyrants on the ground: 
From Thrace they fly, call'd to the dire alarms 390 
Of warring Phlegyans, and Ephyrian arms; 
| Invok' d by. both, relentleſs they diſpoſe 
To theſe glad conqueſt, murd'rous rout to thoſe, 
So march'd the leaders of the Cretan train, Rs 
And their bright arms ſhot horror o'er the plain, 398 


E. 


Then firſt ſpake Merion : Shall we join the right, 


o combat in the centre of the fight? 


Or to the left our wanted ſuccour lend? 


Hazard and fame all parts alike attend. 
Not in the centre, (Idomen reply' d), 400 


Our ableſt chieftains the main battle guide; 
Each godlike Ajax makes that poſt his care, 
And gallant Teucer deals deſtruction there: 


Skill'd, or with ſhafts to gall the diſtant field, 
Or bear cloſe battle on the ſounding ſhield,  yog. 
Theſe can the rage of haughty Hector tame: 7 
Safe in their arms, the navy fears no flame; 


Till Jove himſeif deſcends, his bolts to ſhed, 

And hurl the brazen ruin at our head, 

Great muſt he be, of more than human birth, 410 
Nor feed like mortals on the fruits of earth, 


Him neither rocks can cruſh, nor ſteel can wound, 
Whom Ajax fells not on th'enſanguin'd ground, 


la ſtanding fight he mates Achilles! force, 


1 F xcell'd alone in ſwiftneſs in the courſe, 41s 
Then to the left our ready arms apply, 


And live with glory, or with glory dic, 
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He ſaid; and Merion to th' appointed place, 
Fierce as the God of battles, urg'd his pace, = 
Soon as the foe the ſhining chiefs beheld — 420 
Ruth like a fiery torrent o'er the field,. od 
Their force embody'd in a tide they pour; 
'T he riſing combat ſounds along the ſhore, 
As warring winds, in Sirius“ ſultry reign, | 
From diff rent quarters ſweep the ſandy plain; 425 
On ev ry {ide the duſty whiriwinds riſe, 8 
And the dry fields are lifted to the ſkies : 

1 hus by deſpair, hope, rage, together driv'n, 
Met the black hoſts, and meeting, darken'd heav'n, 

All dreadful glar'd the iron face of war, 430 
Briſtled with upright ſpears, that flaſn'd afar; 

Dire was the gleam, of breaſt-plates, helms, and ſhields, 
And poliſh'd arms emblaz'd the flaming fields: 
Tremendous ſcene! that gen'ral horror gave, 
Ent touch'd with joy the boſoms of the brave. 435 

Saturn's great ſons in fierce contention vy'd, _ 
And crouds of heroes in their anger dy'd. 
The fire of earth and heav'n, by Thetis won 
To crown with glory Peleus' godlike ſon, 
Will'd not deſtruction to the Grecian pow'rs, 440 
But ſpar'd a while the deſtin'd Trojan tow'rs: 
While Neptune rifing from his aznie main, L 
Warr'd on the king of heav'n with ſtern diſdain, 
And breath'd rcvenge, and fir'd the Grecian train. ) 
Gods of one ſource, of one ethereal race, 445 
Alike divine, and heav'n their native place; 
But Jove the greater; firſt born of the ſkies, 

And more than men, or Gods, ſupremely wiſe. 

For this, cf Jove's ſuperior might afraid, 
Neptune in human form conceal'd his aid. WY 
Theſe: pow'rs inſold the Greek and Trojan train 
In war and diſcord's adamantine chain, 
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Indiſſolubly grong; the fatal tie 
Is ſtretch'd on both, and cloſe compell'd they die. 
Dreadful in arms, and grown in dene 5 greys 455 


. The bold Idomeneus controls the day. 


Pirſt by his hand Othryoneus was fliin, 
Swell'd with falſe hopes, with mad ambition vain! 
5 Calls by the voice of war to martial fame, hs 

From high Cabeſus' diſtant walls he came; 460 
Cafſindra's love he fought with boaſts of power, 
And promis d conqueſt was the proffer'd dow'r. 

The king conſented, by his vannts abus'd; 

1 he king conſented, but the fates refas'd. 

Proud of himleif, and of th' imagin'd bride, 465 
The field he meaſur'd with a larger ſtrive. 1 
Ilim, as he ſtalk'd, the Cretan 1iv in found: 

Vain was his breaſt - plate to repel the wound: 

His dream of glory loſt, he piung'd to hell: . 
His arms reſounded as the boaſter fell 470 
Ihe great Idomeneus beſtrides the 8 
And thus, (he cries), behold thy promiſs ſped 155 

Sach is the help thy arms to Ilion bring, 

And ſuch the contract of the Parygian kin y! 

Our offers now, illuſtrious prince! receive; 475 

For ſuch an aid what will not Argos give? 

To conquer Troy, with ours thy forces join, 

And count Atrides' faire daughter thine, 

_ M:antime, on farther methods to adviſe, 

Come, follow to the fleet thy new alli:s; _ 480 
There hear what Greece has on her part to 8 
He ſpoke, and dragg' d the gory corſe away, 

This Afius view'd, unable to contain, 
Before his chariot warring on the plain; 

(His crouded ccurſers, to his ſquire conſign'd, 485 

I patient parted cn his neck behind); 
To vengeance riſing with a ſudden ſpring, 

_ He hop'd the conqu:lt of the Cretan king. 


The wary Cretan, as his foe drew near, 


Full on his throat diſcharg'd the forceful ſpear : 490 


Beneath the chin the point was ſeen to glide, 
And glitter'd, extant at the farther fide. _ 
As when the mountain oak, or poplar tall, 

Or pine, fit maſt for ſome great admiral, 


Groans to theoft-heav'd axe, with many a wound, 495- 


Then fpreads a length of ruin o'er the ground: . 
So ſunk proud Aſius in that dreadful day, 
And ſtretch'd before his much lov'd courſers lay. 
He grinds the duſt oiſtain'd with ſtreaming gore, 


And, fierce in death, lies foaming on the ſhore, 500 


Depriv'd of motion, ſtiff with ſtupid fear, 
Stands all aghaſt his trembling charioteer, 
Nor ſhuns the foe, nor turns the ſteeds 9 825 | 
But falls transfix'd, an unreſiſting prey: 


Pierc'd by Antilochus, he pants beneath —_ 5o5 


Tbe ſtately car, and labours out his breath. 
Thus Aſius' Reeds (their mighty maſter gone) 
Remain the prize of Neſtor's youthful ſou. 
Stabb'd at the fight, Deiphobus drew nigh, 
And made, with force, the vengeful Weapon fly. 510. 
The Cretan ſaw; and ſtooping, caus'd to glance 
From his {lope ſhield, the diſappointed lance, 
Beneath the ſpacious targe, (a blazing round, 
Thick with bull-hides, and brazen orbits bound, 
On his rais'd arm by two ſtrong braces A7 d), 515 
He lay collected in defenſive ſnade. 
Ober his ſafe head the jav'lin idly ſung, 
And on the tinkling verge more faintly rung, 
Ev'n then, the ſpear the vig'rous arm confeſt, 
And pierc'd, obliquely, king Hypſenor's breaſt : 
Warm'd in his liver, to the ground it bore 
The chief, his people's guardian now no more! 
Not unattended, (the proud Trojen cries), 
Nor uureveng d, lamented Aſius lies: 3 
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For thee, though hell's black portals Rand diſplay'd, 
This mate ſhall joy thy melancholy ſhade, 526 


Heart piercing anguiſh, at the haughty boaſt, 


Touch'd ev'ry Greek, but Neſtor's ſon the moſt. 


Griev'd as he was, his pious arms attend, 


And his broad backler ſhields his laughter'd friend ; * 
Till ſad Meciſtheus and Alaſtor bore 43k. 
His honour'd body to the tented ſhore, ng 


Nor yet from fight Idomeneus withdraws; - 


Reſolv'd to periſh in his country's cauſe, 


Or find ſome foe whom heav'n and he ſhall doom 33 3 | 


To wail his fate in death's eternal gloom, 
He ſees Alcathous in the front aſpire; 
Great #ſyetes was the hero's fire; 
His ſpouſe Hippodame, divinely fair, | | 
Anchiſes' eldeſt hope, and darling care; 540 
Who charm'd her parent's and her huſband's heart, 
With beauty, fenſe, and ev'ry work of art: | 
He once, of Lion's youth, the lovelieſt boy, 
The faire!t ſhe, of all the fair of Troy. 
By Neptune now the hapleſs hero dies, 545. 
Who covers with a cloud thoſe beauteous eyes, 
And fetters ev'ry limb: yet bent to meet 
His fate he ſtands; nor lhuns the lance of Crete. 
Fiz'd as ſome column, or deep rooted oak, 
(While the winds ſleep), his breaſt ese the ſtroke. 
Before the pond'rous ſtroke his corſelet yields, 551 
Long us'd to ward the death in fighting fields, ) 
The riven 2rmour ſends a jarring ſound; 955 * 
His lab'ring heart heaves with ſo ſtrong a bound, 5 


The long lance ſhakes, and vibrates in the wound; 


Faſt flowing from its ſource, as prone he lay, 558 
| Life's purple tide impetuous guſh'd away, 1 


Then Idomen, inſulting o'er the ſlain; 
Beho!d, D:iphobus! nor vapnt in vain; 
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1 See! on one Greek three Troj in ghoſts attend, 
This my third victim, to the ſhades I ſend. 
Approaching now, thy boaſted mizht approve, 3 
Ard try the otowelk of the ſeed of . 1 
From Jove, enamour'd on a mortal dame, 25 4 
Great Mincs, guardian of his country, came: 565 1 
Deucalion, blameleſs prince! was Minos“ heir; 1 
His firſt-born I, the third from Jupiter: | ? 
| Ofer ſpacious Crete, and her bold ſons I reign, 
And thence my Sew. tranſport me through the main : ; £ 
Lord of a hoſt, o'er all my hoſt I ſhing, $70: 
A ſcourge to thee, thy father, and thy line. e - 
The Trojan heard; uncertain, or to meet 1 
Alone, with vent'rous arms, the king of Crete; 3 1 
Or ſeck auxilar force: at length decreed. | 
To call ſome hero to partake the deed, 575 1 
Forthwith Aneas riſes to his thought; 1 1 f 
For him, in Troy's remoteſt lines, he ſought, 14 
Where he, incens'd at partial Priam, ſtands, | 
; 


560 


And ſees ſuperior poſts in meaner hands. 1 
To him, ambitious of ſo great an aid, 580 
The bold Deiphobus approach'd, and ſaid: 
New, Trojan prince, employ thy pious arms, 
If e'er thy boſcm felt fair honour's charms, 
Alcathous dies, thy brother and thy friend}: 
Come, and the warrior's loy'd remains detend. 0 [4 
Beneath his cares thy early youth was train'd, 
One table fed you, and one roof contain d. 
This deed to fierce Idomeneus we owe; 
Haſte, and revenge it on th inſulting foe. 5 
Aneas heard, and for a ſpace reſign d 590 
To tender pity all bis manly and; : : 
Then rifing in his rage, he burns to fight: 
The Greek awaits him, with collected might, 
As the fell boar on ſome rough mountain's head, 
Arm'd with wild terrors, and. to flayghter bred, 595 
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When the loud ruſtics riſe, and ſhouts from far, 
Attends the tumult, and expects the war; 
Ober his bent back the briſtly horrors riſe, 

Fires ſtream in lightning from his ſanguine eyes, ; 

' His foaming tuſks both dogs and men engage, 600 

But moſt his hunters rouſe his mighty rages 

so ſtood Idomeneus, his jav'lin ſhook, 

And met the Trojan with a louring look. 
Antilochus, Deipyrus were near, - | 
The youthful offspring of the God of war, 658 
Merion, and Aphareus, i in field renown'd : ; 

: To theſe the warrior ſent his voice around, 

Fellows in arms! your timely aid unite z 
Lo, great Aneas ruſhes to the fight: 

Sprung from a God, and more than mortal bold ; 619 

He freſh in youth, and I in arms grown old. 

Elſe thould this hand, this hour, decide the rife, 

The great diſpute, of glory, or of life, 

1 He ſpoke, and all as with one ſoul obey'd; | 
] Their lifted bucklers caſt a dreadful hide 615 
Around the chief, ZEneas too demands | 

Th' aſſiſting forces of his native bands: 
Paris, D:iphobus, Agenor join; 

( Co. aids and captains of the Trojan line); 

In order follow all th' embody'd train; 

q Like Ida's flocks proceeding o'er the plain; 

2 - Before his fleecy care, erect and bold, 

Stalks the proud ram, the father of the fold: 

* With joy the ſwains ſurveys them, as he leads 

> To the cool fountains, through the well known meads. 

* 80 joys Æneas, as his native band „ 

Moves on in rank, and ftretches o'er the land. 

0 Round dead Alcathous now the battle roſe; 

On ev'ry fide the ſteely circles grows; | 

Now batter?d breaſt plates and hack'd helmets ring, 
And o'er their heads unheeded jav'lins ſing. 631 
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Above the reſt, two tow'ring chiefs appear, 


There great Idomeneus, Eneas here. 
Like Gods of war, diſpenſing fate, they flood, 
And burn'd to drench the ground with mutual blood, | 
The Trojan weapon whizz'd along in air, 636 5 
The Cretan ſaw, and ſhunn'd the dreren drr 


Sent from an arm ſo ſtrong, the miſſive wood 


Stuck deep in earth, and quiver'd where it ſtood. 
But Oenomas receiv'd the Cretan's ſtroke, 640 


Ihe forceful ſpear his hollow corſelet broke, 
It ripp'd his belly with a ghaſtly wound, 
And rolPd the ſmoking entrails to the ground, 


Stretch'd on the plain, he ſobs away his br _ i 
And furious graſps the bloody duſt in death, 645 


The victor from his breaſt the weapon tears; 
{His ſpoils he could not, for the ſhow'r of ſpears), 


Though now unfit an active war to wage, 

Heavy with cumb'rous arms, tiff with cold age, N 
His liſtleſs limbs unable for the courſes 650 
In ſtanding fight he yet maintains his force 


Till faint with labour, and by foes repell'd, 

His tir'd, flow ſteps, he drags from off the field. 
Deiphobus beheld him as he paſt, 

And, fir'd with hate, a parting jav'lin caſt :- 655. 

The jav'lin err'd, but held its courſe along, 


And pierc'd Aſcalaphus, the brave and young; 


The ſon of Mars fell gaſping on the ground, 
And gnaſt'd the duſt all bloody with his wound, 


Nor knew the furious father: of his fall; 660, 


High thron'd amidſt the great Olympian bah, 


On golden clouds th' immortal ſynod fat; 
Detain'd from bloody war by Jove and Fate. 


Now, where in duſt the breathleſs hero lay, 


Fos ſlain Aſcalaphus commenc'd the fray, 665 


8 us to ſeize his helmet flies, 
Al. d from Bis temples rod the glitt' rin 2 prize: 
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Valiant as Mars, Meriones drew near, 
And on his loaded arm diſcharg'd his ſpear : 
He drops the weight, diſabled with the pain; 670 
The hollow helmet rings againſt the plain, 
Swift as a vulture leaping on his prey, 
From his torn arm the Grecian rent away 
The reeking jav'lin, and rejoin'd his friende. 
His wounded brother good Polites tends;  *G75, 
Around his waiſt his pious arms he threw, 
And from the rage of combat gently drew: 


Him his ſwift courſers, on his ſplendid car 


Rapt from the leſs'ning thunder of the war; 
To Troy they drove him, groaning from the ſhore, 


And ſprinkling, as he paſt, the ſands with gore. 681 


Meanwhile freſh faughter bathes the languine 
ground, 


Heaps fall on heaps, and heav'r n and earth refound, 
Bold Aphareus by great Æneas bled : 

As tow'rd the chief he turn'd his daring head, 685 
He pierc'd his throat; the bending head, depreſt 
Beneath his helmet, node upon his breaſt 
His ſhield revers'd o'er the fall'n warrior lies; 


And everlaſting ſlumber ſeals his eyes. 1 
Antilochus, as Fhoon turn'd him round, 6090 


Tranſpierc'd his back with a diſhoneſt wound; 
The hollow vein that to the neck extends 
Along the chine, his eager jav'lin rends: 


Supine he falls, and to his ſocial train 


Spreads his imploring arms, but ſpreads in vain. 695 | 


> TH exulting victor, leaping where he lay, 


From his broad ſhoulders tore the ſpoils away; 
His time obſerv'd, for clos'd by foes around, 


On all fades thick, the peals of arms reſound. 


His ſhield embols'd, the ringing ſtorm ſuſtains, 709 


But he impervious and untouch'd remains, 


22 HOM ER's ILIA D. Book XIII. 
{Great Neptune's care preſerv'd from hoſtile rage 
This youth, the joy of Neſtor's glorious age); 

In arms intrepid, with the firſt he fought, 


Fac'd ev'ry foe, and ev'ry danger ſought; 705 


His winged lance, reſiſtleſs as the wind, 

Obeys each motion of the maſter's mind, 

Reſtleſs it flies, impatient to be Wy 

And meditates the diſtant enemy. | 
The ſon of Aſius, Adamus drew near, 710 
And ſtruck his target with the brazen eur, 
Fierce in his front; but Neptune wards the blow, 
And blunts the javilin of th* eluded foe. 

In the broad buckler half the weapon Rood ; 


pplinter'd on earth flew half the broken wood, 7 15 85 


Diſarm'd, he mingled in the Trojan crew; 

But Merion's ſpear o'ertook him as he flew, 
Deep in the belly's rim an entrance found, 
Where ſharp the pang, and mortal is the wound. 


| Bending he fell, and doubled to the ground, | 7 20- | 


Lay panting. Thus aa ox, in fetters ty'd, 

While death's ſtrong pangs diſtend his Ang ade, 
His bulk enormous on the field diſplays; 

His heaving heart beats thick, as ebbing life decays. 
The ſpear, the conqu'ror from his body drew, 725 
And death's dim ſhadows ſwam before his view. 
Next brave Deipyrus in duſt was laid; | 

King Helenus wav'd high the Thracian blade, 
And ſmote his temples, with an arm ſo ſtrong, 

The helm fell off, and roll'd amid the throng: 730 
There, for ſome Juckier Greek it reſts a prize, 

For dark in death the godlike owner lies! 

Raging with grief, great Menelaus burns, 
And fravght with vengeance, to the victor turns; 
That ſhook the pond'rous lance, i in act to throw, 725 
And this ſicod adverſe with the bended bow: 
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; Ihe ſpear ſolicits, and the bandage bound; 
As ſling's ſoſt wool, ſnatch'd from a ſoldier's ſide, 
At once the tent and ligature ſupply'd. 


23 


Full on his breaſt the Trojan arrow fell, 


But harmleſs bounded from the plated ſteel. 
As on ſome ample barn's well-harden'd floor, 
[The winds collected at each open door), 
While the broad fan with force is whirl'd around, 
> Lightleaps the golden grain, reſulting from the ground: 
* So from the ſteel that guards Atrides' heart, 
: Repell'd to diſtance flies the bounding dart, 
Atrides, watchful of th' unwary foe, 
Pierc'd with his lance the hand that graſp'd the wats | 
And nail'd it to the yew: the wounded hand 
1 Trail'd the long lance that mark'd with blood the band: 


740 


745 
But good Agenor gently from the wound | 
750 


Behold ! Piſander, urg'd by fate's decree, 


| | Springs throug h the ranks to fall, and fall by thee, 


Great Menelaus! To enhance thy fame, 


755 
High tow'ring in the front, the warrior came, 
Firſt the ſharp lance was by Atrides thrown ; 


The lance far diſtant by the winds was blown, 
Nor pierc'd Piſander through Atrides' ſhield ; 
Piſander's ſpear fell ſhiver'd on the field. 


FE * 
Not ſo diſcourag'd, to the future blind, 


Vain dreams of conqueſt ſwell his haughty mind: 


Dauntleſs he ruſhes where the Spartan lord 
Like lightning brandiſh'd his far- beaming ſword, 


Zis left arm high oppos'd the ſhining ſhield: 765 

His right, beneath, the cover'd pole-ax held; 
3 (An olive's cloudy grain the handle made, 
Diſtinct with ſtuds: 


: and brazen was the blade) ; 


I This on the helm diſcharg'd a noble blow; 
he plume dropp'd nodding to the plain below, 770 


Shorn from the creſt. Atrides wav'd his i=cl : 
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The craſhing bones before its force gave way; 


In duſt and blood the groaning hero lay; 


Forc'd from their ghaſtly orbs and ſpouting gore, 775 
The clotted eye balls tumble on the ſhore, 


The fierce Atrides ſpurn'd him as he bled, 
Tore off his arms, and loud exulting, ſaid: 1 
Thus, Trojans, thus, at length be taught to fear: 1 
O race perfidious, who delight in war! 780 ad 


Already noble deeds ye have perform'd, 


A princeſs rapt tranſcends a navy ſtorm'd : 
In ſuch bold feats your impious might approve, 


Without th' aſſiſtance, or the fear of Jove, 


The violated rites, the raviſh'd dame 785 
Our heroes ſlaughter'd, and our ſhips on flame, 
Crimes heap'd on crimes, ſhall bend your glory down, Gig 


And whelm in ruins yon flagitious town, 


O thou, great Father! Lord of earth and ſkies, 
Above the thought of man, ſupremely wiſe! 790 
If from thy hand the fates of mortais flow, f 

From whence this favour to an impious Toes: 


A godleſs crew, abandon'd and unjuſt, 
Still breathing rapine, violence, and luſt? 


The beſt of things beyond their meaſure, cloy: 795 


Sleep's balmy bieſſiag, love's endearing joy; 
The feaſt, the dance; whate'er mankind deſire, 
Ev'n the ſweet charms of ſacred numbers tire, 
But Troy for ever reaps a dire delight 


In thirſt of ſlaughter, and in luſt of fight, 800 
T his ſaid, he ſeiz'd (while yet the carcaſs heav'd) 


The bloody armour, which his train receiv'd : 


Then ſudden mix'd among the warring crew, 


And the bold fon of Pylæmenes flew, 


Harpalion had through Aſia travell'd far, 805 


Following his martial father to the war: 
Through filial love he left his native ſhore, 
Never, ah never, to behold it more! 


* . 
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His unſucceſsful ſpear he chanc'd to fling 
; Againſt the target of the Spartan king; 


Polydus' ſon, a ſeer of old renown. 
Oft had the father told his early doom, 
By arms abroad, or flow diſeaſe at home; 


25 


| 810 f 
Thus of his lance diſarm'd, from death he flies, 
And turns around his apprehenfire eyes. 


Him, through the hip tranſpiercing as he fled, 


The ſhaft of Merion mingled with the dead. 


Beneath the bone the glancing point deſcends, 
And driving down, the ſwelling bladder rends : 
Sunk in his ſad companions arms he lay, 
And in ſhort pantings ſobb'd his ſonl away; 
(Like ſome vile worm extended on the ground), 
While life's red torrent guſh'd-from out the wound. 820 EE 
Him on his car the Paphlagonian train 
10 flow proceſſion bore from off the plain. 
The penſive father, father now no more! 
Attends the mournful pomp along the ſhore; j 
And unavailing tears profuſely ſhed, 8 
And unreveng'd, deplor'd his offspring dead. 
Paris from far the moving ſight beheld, 
With pity ſoften'd, and with fury ſwell'd: 
His honour'd hoſt, a youth of matchleſs grace, 
-And lov'd of all the Paphlagonian race ! 
With his full ſtrength he bent his angry bow, 
And wing'd the feather'd vengeance at the foe, 


819 


830 


A chief there was, the brave Euchenor nam'd, 


For riches much, and more for virtue fam'd, 
Who held his ſeat in Corinth's ſtately towa; 


He climb'd his veſſel, prodigal of breath, 


And choſe the certain, glorious path to death, 840 
Beneath his ear the pointed arrow went; 
The ſoul came iſſuing at the narrow vent: 


His limbs, unnerv'd, drop uſeleſs on the ground, | 


And everlaſting darkneſs ſhades him round, 
Vor. II. B 
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Nor knew great Hector how his legions yield, 845 | 
(i apt in the cloud and tumult of the field); 


Wide on the left the force of Greece a 1 
And conqueſt hovers o'er the Achaian bands: 


With ſuch a tide ſuperior virtue ſway'd, JE 
And he that ſhakes the ſolid earth, gave aid, 8 50 
But in the centre Hector fix?d remain'd, 

V here firſtthe gates were forc'd, and bulwarks gain 'd; 


There, on the margin of the hoary deep, 


(Their naval ſtation where th' Ajaces keep, 5 1 
And where low walls confine the beating tides, 855 


Whoſe humble barrier ſcarce the foes divides; 


Where late in fight, both foot and horſe en pag'd, 
And all the thunder of the battle rag'd); 5 
There join'd, the whole Bœotian ſtrength remains, 
The proud Ionians with their ſweeping trains, 860 
Locrians and Phthians, and th? Epæan force; : e 
But join'd, repel not Hector's fiery courſe. 
The flow'r of Athens, Stichius, Phidas led; 
Bias, and great Meneſtheus at their head. = 
Meges the ſtrong th* Epeian bands controlld, 865 
And Dracius prudent, and Amph ion bold: en 
The Phthians Medon, fam'd for martial might, 
And brave Podarces, active in the fight, 


This drew from Phylacus his noble line; 


Iphiclus' ſon : and that, Oileus, thine : 3 870 
: (Young Ajax' brother, by a ſtol'n embrace; 9 
He d welt far diſtant fram his native place, 

By his fierce ſtepdame from his father's reign 
Expell'd and exil'd, for her brother flain.) 
Theſe rule the Fhthians, and their arms employ, 87 5 


Mix'd with Bœotians, on the ſhores of P'roy. 
Now ſide by ſide, with like vaweary'd care, 
Each Ajax labour'd through the field of war, 
So when two lordly bulls, with equal toil, 


Force the bright ploughſhare throught the fallow foll, 74 


4 
0 
AF 
, 1 4 
5 
3 
5 
72 
1 
b. 
* 


ö 
; 


E. 
berg 
T5 
* 

4 
<A 
7 

* 3 
f 
: 
} 
2. 
of 
| 
* 
b 


A train of heroes follow'd through the field, 


The Locrian ſquadrons nor the jav'lin wield, 
Nor bear the helm, nor lift the moony ſhield ; 


Addreſs'd great Hector, and this counſel gave. 
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Join'd to one yoke, the ſtubborn earth they tear, 
And trace large ſurrows with the ſhining ſhare; 
O'er their huge limbs the foam deſcends in fon: 
And ſtreams of ſweat down their ſour foreheads flow. 


885 


ö 


Who bore by turns great Ajax' ſev'nfold ſhield ; 


Whene'er he breath'd, remiſſive of his might, 0 
Tir'd with th” inceſſant flaughters of the fight. 


No following troops his brave aſſociate grace : 


In cloſe engagement an unpractis'd race, 99 5 


But ſkill'd from far the flying ſhaft to wing, 

Or whirl the ſounding pebble from the ſling, 
Dextrous with theſe they aim a certain wound, 
Or fell the diſtant warrior to the ground. 


895 
Thus in the van, the Telamonian train 
Throng'd i in bright arms, a preſſing fight maintain; 


| Far in the rear the Locrian archers lie, 
| Whoſe ſtones and arrows intercept the ſky, 


905 


The mingled tempeſt on the foes they pour; 
Troy's ſcatt'ring orders open to the ſhow'r. 
Now had the Greeks eternal fame acquir'd, 
And the gall'd Ilians to their walls retir'd; 
But ſage Polydamas, diſcreetly brave, 905 


Though great in all, thou ſeem'ſt averſe to lend 
Impartial audience to a faithful friend; 

To Gods and men thy matchleſs worth is known, 
And ev'ry art of glorious war thy own 
But in cool thought and counſel to excel, 
How widely differs this from warring well ? 


910 


Content with what the bounteous Gods have giv'n, 
| Seek not alone t' ingroſs the gifts of heaven. 
To ſome the pov 'rs of bloody war belong, 

| To ſome, ſweet muſic, and the charm of ſong; 


915 
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To few, and wondrous few, has Jove aſſign'd 


A wiſe, extenſive, all- conſid'ring mind; 


Their guardians theſe, the nations round confeſs, 


And towns and empires for their ſafety bleſs. 920 


If heav'n have lodg?d this virtue in my breaſt, 


Attend, O Hector, what I judge the belt. 
See, as'thou mov'ſt, on dangers dangers ſpread, 
And war's whole ary burns around thy head, 
| Behold ! diftreſs'd within yon hoſtile wall, 925 : 
How many Trojans yield, diſperſe, or fall? 
What troops, out-number'd, ſcarce the war maintain? 
And what brave heroes at the ſhips lie ſlain? 
Here ceaſe thy fury; and the chiefs and kings 
Convok'd to council, weigh the ſum of 1 930 
Whether (the Gods ſucceeding our deſires) 5 
To yon tall ſhips to bear the Trojan fires ; . 
Or quit the fleet, and paſs unhurt away, 


Contented with the conqueſt of the day. 


I fear, I fear, leſt Greece, not yet undone, „ 935 
Pay the large debt of laſt revolving ſun; 
Achilles, great Achilles, yet remains 


On yonder decks, and yet o'erlooks the plains ! 


Leap'd from his chariot on the trembling ground; 
Swift as he leap'd, his clanging arms reſound. 941 


The counſel pleas'd; and Hector, with a bound, { , 


To guard this poſt {he cry'd) thy art employ, 


And here detain the ſcatter'd youth of Troy; 
Where yonder heroes faint, I bend my way, 


And haſten back to end the doubtful day. 945 
| This faid, the tow'ring chief prepares to go, 
Shakes his white plumes that to the breezes flow, | 


And ſcems a moving mountain topt with ſnow, 
Through all his hoſt, inſpiring force, he flies, 


And bids anew the martial thunder riſe, _ 930 


To Panthus' ſon, at Hector's high command, 


HFaſte the bold leaders of the Trajan band: 


* 
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But round the battlements, and round the plain, 
For many a chief he look d, but look'd in vain: 

Deiphobus, nor Helenus the ſeer, e 


Nor Aſius' ſon, nor Aſius' ſelf appear. 


For theſe were pierc'd with many a ghaſtly wound, 


Some cold in death, ſome groaning on the ground ; 


Some low in duſt (a mournful object) lay; 


High on the wall ſome breath'd their ſouls away. 960 
Far on the left, amid the throng he found 


(Cheering the troops, and dealing deaths around) _ 


The graceful Paris; whom, with fury mov'd, 


Opprobrious, thus, th' impatient chief reprov' d. 
III fated Paris! ſlave to womankind, 965 


As ſmooth of face as fraudalent of mind! 
Where is Deiphobus, where Aſtus gone? 


The godlike father, and th' intrepid ſon? 


The force of Helenus, diſpenſing fate, 
And great Othryoneus, ſo fear'd of late? 978 


Black fate hangs o'er thee from ch avenging Gods, 
Imperial Troy from her foundations nods; _ | 
Whelm'd in thy country's ruins ſhalt thou fall, 

And one devouring vengeance {ſwallow all. 


When Paris thus: My brother and my friend, 975 
Thy warm impatience makes thy tongue offend, 
In other battles I deſerv'd thy blame, 


Though then not deedleſs, nor unknown to fame: 


But ſince yon rampart by thy arms lay low, 

I ſcatter'd ſlaughter from my fatal bow. 580 
The chiefs you ſeek on yonder ſhore lie ſlain 
Of all thoſe heroes, two alone remain; 


Deiphobus, and Helenus the ſeer: 
Each now diſabled by a hoſtile ſpear, 


Go then, ſucceſsful, where thy ſoul inſpires: 989 
This heart and hand ſhall ſecond all thy fires: 


What with this arm 1 can, prepare to know, 
Till death for death be paid, and blow for blow. 


B 3. 


Jo combat; ſtrength is of the Gods alone, 


Aud two bold brothers of Hippotion's line, 
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But tis not ours, with forces not our own 


990 


Theſe words the hero's angry mind aſſuage: 
Then herce they mingle where the thickeſt rage. 
Around Polydamas, diſtain'd with blood, 
Cebrion, Phalces, ſtern Orthæus ſtood, 
Palmus, with Polypœtes the divine, 


995 


(ho reached fair Hion, from Aſcania far, 

Ihe former day; the next engag'd in war.) _ 
Is when from gloomy clouds a whirlwind ſprings, 
hat bears Jove's thunder on its dreadful wings, icoo 


Wide oer the blaſted fields the tempeſt ſweeps; 
T ten gather?d, ſettles on the hoary deeps; 


The waves behind impel the waves before, [ſhore. “ 


TH afflicted deeps tumultuous mix and roar 7 5 


ide rolling, foaming high, and tumbling to the? 

Thus rank on rank the thick battalions throng, 1006 

| Chief urg'd on chief, and man drove man along. 

Far der the plains in dreadful order 1 
The brazen arms reflect a beamy light: 


Full in the blazing van great Hector ſhin'd, 1010 


Like Mars commiſſion'd to confound mankind, 
| Before him flaming, his enormous ſhield, 


Like the broad ſun, illumin'd all the field: 

His podding helm emits a ſtreamy ray; 1 

His piercing eyes through all the battle ſtray, 1015 

And, while beneath his targe he flaſh'd along. 

Shot terrors round, that wither'd ev'n the ſtrong. 
Thus ſtalk'd he, dreadful! ; death was in his look; 

W hole nations fear d: but fot an Argive ſhook _ 


Ihe tow'ring Ajax, with an ample firide, 1020 - 
Advanc'd the firſt, and thus the chief defy d. 


Hector! come on, thy empty threats forbear: 
*Tis not thy arm, 'tis thund'ring Jove we fear: 15 


Ihe ſkill of war to us not idly giv'n, 


Lo! Greece is humbled, not by Troy, but hear n. 102 5 


T; 
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Vain are the hopes that haughty mind imparts, | 


To force our fleet: the Greeks have hands and hearts. 
Long ere in flames our lofty navy fall, 


Vour boaſted city, and your god-built wall 


Shall ſink beneath us, ſmoaking on the ground; 10 30 


And ſpread a long, unmeaſur'd ruin round. 


The time ſhall come, when chas'd along the pl ain, 
Ev'n thou ſhalt call On 'ove, and call in vain: a 


} Ewvn thou ſhait with, to aid thy deſp'rate courſe, _ 
The wings of falcons for thy flying horſe; 1035 


Shalt run, forgetful of a warrior's fame, 


While clouds of friendly duſt conceal thy ſhame. 


As thus he ſpoke, behold, in open view, _ 
On ſounding wings a dexter eagle flew. 


To Jovers glad omen all the Grecians riſe, 1049 _ 
And hail, with ſhouts, his progreſs through the ſkies: 
Far- echoing clamours bound from ſide to ſide: 
They ceas'd, and thus the chiet of Troy reply'd. 


From whence this menace, this inſulting ſtrain ? 


Enormous boaſter ! doom'd to vaunt in vain, 1045 
So may the Gods on Hector life beſtow, 
Lot that ſhort life which mortals lead below, 


But ſuch as thoſe of Jove's high lineage born, 


The blue-ey'd maid, or he that gilds the morn), 
% As this deciſive day ſhall end the fame 1050 


Of Greece, and Argos be no more a name. 
And thou, imperious! if thy madneſs wait 


The lance of Hector, thou ſhalt meet thy fate: 23 
That giant - corſe, extended on the ſhore, 
Shall largely feaſt the fowls with fat and gore. 1055 


He ſaid, and like a lion ſtalk'd along: 
With ſhouts inceſſant earth and ocean rung, 


Sent from his following hoſt : the Grecian train 
With anſw'ring thunders fill'd the echoing plain: 


A ſhout that tore heav'n's concave and above 1049 
Shook the fix d ſplendours of the throne of Jove. 
B. 4. 


Pit E : ARG UM ENT. 
Juno deceives jupiter by the girdle of venus. 


Neſter fitting at the table with Machaon, is alarmed 
with the increaſing clamour of the war, and baſtens 
to Agamemmnon : on his way he meets that prince with 
 Diomed and Ulyſſes, whom he informs of the extre- 
mity of the danger. Agamemnon propoſes to make 


| # a their eſcape by night, which Ulyſſes withſtands: to 

| 1 ewhich Diomed adds his advice, that, wounded at they 
ff evere, they. ſhould go forth and encourage the army 
nth ewith their preſence : which advice is purſued; Jie - 

5 * uo ſeeing the partiality of Fupiter to the Trojans, 
"ig |  ferms a deſign ta over reach him; ſhes ſets off her 
| | 1  charmswiththe utmaſt care, and ( the more ſurely to 
+ inchant him ) obtains the magic girdle of Venus, She 


' then applies herſelf to the God of fleep ; and, with 
ſome difficulty, perſuades him to ſeal the eyes of Fu · 
piter ; this done, ſhe goes to mount Ida, where the 
Cod, at firſt fight, is raviſhed with her beauty, ſinks 
in her embraces, and is laid afleep, Neptune takes 


* * — HF *"» 


advantage of his flumber, and ſucc5urs the Greeks: 
Hector is firuck to the ground with a prodigious ſtone 
by Ajax, and carried off from the battle: ſeveral 


action ſucceed; till the Trojans, much diſtreſſed, 


are obliged to give way: the lefſer Ajax / — * : 
"nyo in a . manner. 


7 L UT nor the genial feaſt, nor + owing bowl, | 
D Could charm the cares of Neſtor's watchful ſoul: . 


His ſtartled ears th' increafing cries attend; 
Then thus, impatient, to his wounded fiend. 
What new alarm, divine Machaon, ſay, 5, 


What mix'd event attend this mighty day? 
Hark! how the ſhouts divide, and how they meet, 


And now come full, and thicken to the fleet! 


| Here, with the cordial draught diſpel thy care, 


Let Hecamede, the ſtrength'ning bath prepare, 10 


Refreſh thy wound, and cleanſe the clotted gore; 
While I th” idventiires of the day explore, 


He ſaid: and ſeizing Thraſimedes' ſhield, 


{His valiant offspring), haſten'd to the field; 


(That day, the fon his father's buckler bore), 18 


Then ſnatch d a lance, and iſſu'd from the door. 


Soon as the proſpect open'd to his view, 
His wcunded eyes the ſcene of ſorrow knew : 
Dire diſarray ! the tumult of the fight, 
The wall in ruins, and the Greeks in flight. 20 
As when old Ocean's ſilent ſurface . 


The waves juſt heaving on the purple deeps: 
While yet th' expected tempeſt hangs on high, 


Weighs down the cloud, and blackens in the how 


The maſs of waters will no wind obey; 25 


Jove ſends one guſt, and bids them roll away. 


While wav'ring counſels thus his mind engage, 
Fluctnates in doubtful thought the Pylian ſage, 
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o join the hoſt, or to the gen'ral haſte; 
Debating long, he fixes on the laſt: 155 30 
Yet, as he moves, the fight his boſom warms; 


The field rings dreadful with the clang of arms; 1 


The gleaming faulchions flaſh, the jav'lins fy; „ 


n echo blows, and all or kill, or die. 

Him, in his march, the wounded princes meet, 33 

5 By tardy ſteps aſcending from the fleet: 8 
The king of men, Ulyſſes the divine, 

And who to Tydeus owes his noble line. 
(Their ſhips at diſtance from the battle „end. EL 
In lines advanc'd along the ſhetving rand ; 40 
Whoſe bay the fleet unable to contain 


At length, beſide the margin of the min, 8 
Kank above rank, the crouded {ſhips they moors 5 


Who landed firſt, lay higheſt on the ſhore). OO 
Supported on their ſpears, they took their way, 45 
Unit to fight, but anxious for the day. 5 
Neſtor's approach alarm'd each Grecian breaſt, 55 


\\ hom thus the gen'ral of the hoſt addreſt. 

O grece and glory of th' Achaian name! | 
W hat dr'ves thee, Neſtor, from the field of fame ? 56 
Shall then proud Hector ſee his boaſt fulfill 'd, 

Our fleets in aſhes and our herocs killd ? 
Such was his threat, ah ! now too ſoon made good, 
On many a Grecian boſom writ in blood, 


Is ev'ry heart inflam'd with equal rage 55 
Againſt your king, nor will one chief engage ? : 
And have liv'd to ſee with mournful eyes 


In ev'ry Greek a new Achilles riſe ? 


.- Gerenian Neſtor then. So fate has will'd; | | 
Ard all confirming time has late fulfill'd. 60 


Not he that thunders from th' aereal bow'r, 
Not Jove himſelf upon the paſt has pow'r, 
The wall, our late inviolable bound, 


And beſt defence, lies 5 [moaking on the ground: 
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Ev'n to the ſhips their conqu'ring arms extend, 65 
And groans of ſlaughter'. Greeks to heav'n aſcend, 

on ſpeedy meaſures then employ your thought, 
In ſuch diſtreſs, if council profit ought; . 

Arms cannot much; though Mars our ſouls incite, -. 

| Theſe gaping wounds with-hold us from the fight, 70 


Io him the monarch, That our army bends, + 


That Troy triumphant our high fleet aſcends, 
And that the rampart, late our ſureſt truſt, 
And beſt defence, lies fmoaking in the duſt; : 
All this from Jove's afflictive hand we bear, . 
Who, far from Argos, wills our ruin here. RG 


Paſt are the days when happier Greece was bleſs'd, 


And all his favour, all his aid confeſs'd; 
Now heav'n averſe, our hands from battle ties, | 
And lifts the Trojan glory to the ſkies. 80 
| Ceaſe we at length to waſte our blood in vain, | 
And launch what ſhips lie neareſt to the main; - 
Leave theſe at anchor till the coming night 5 8 
Then, if impetuous Troy forbear the fight, : 
Bring all to ſea, and hoiſt each ſail for flight. 85 
Better from evils, well foreſeen, to run, 
Than periſh in the danger we. may ſhun, 


Thus he. The ſage Ulyſſes thus replies, 


| While. anger flaſh'd from his diſdainful eyes, 
What ſhameful words, unkingly as thou art, 9go_ 
Fall from that trembling tongue, and tim'rous heart! | 


Oh were thy ſway the curſe of meaner ow rs, 
And thou the ſhame of any. hoſt but ours! 


A hoſt, by Jove endu'd with martial wight, 
And taught to conquer, or to fall in fight: 95 


Adventrous combats and bold wars to wage, 


By Employ'd our youth, and yet employs our age, 
And wilt thou thus-deſert the Trojan plain ? 
And hare whole ſtreams of blood been ſpilt in vain? 
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The monarch's daughter there (fo Jove ordain'd) 
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Ia ſuch baſe ſentence if thou couch thy fear; 100 
Speak it in whiſpers, leſt a Greek ſhould hear. | 
Lives there a man ſo dead to fame, who dares 


Jo think ſuch meanneſs, or the thought declares ? 


And comes it ev'n from him whoſe ſov'reign "= 


The banded legions of all Greece obey * 105 


Is this a gen'ral's voice, that calls to fight, = 
While war hangs doubtful, while his ſoldiers fight? . 
What more could Troy? What yet their fate denies, 
Thou giv'ſt the foe ; all Greece becomes their prize. 


No more the troops (our hoiſted ſails in view, 110 
Themſelves abandon-:d) ſhall the fight purſue | 


Thy ſhips firſt flying with deſpair ſhall ſees. 


And owe deſtruction to a prince like thee. 


Thy juſt reproofs (Atrides calm replies) 


Like arrows pierce me, for thy words are wiſe. 1 8 


Unwilling as I am to loſe the hoſt, 


1 force not Greece to quit this hatefal coalt, 


Glad I ſubmit, whoe'er, or young or old, 


Augght more conducive to our weal unfold. 


T ydides cut him ſhort, and thus began, 120 


Such counſel if you ſeek, behold the man 


Who boldly gives it, and what he ſhall ay, 
Young though he be, diſdain not to obey. 


A youth, who from the mighty Tydeus ſprings, 


7 May ſpeak to councils and aſſembled kings. 125 


Hear then in me the great Oenides' ſon, 
Whoſe honour'd duſt (his race of glory run) 


Lies whelm'd in ruins of the Theban wall; 


Brave in his life, and glorious in his fall, 


With three bold ſons was gen'rous Prothous bleſs'd, 
Who Pleuron's walls and Calydon poſſeſs'd; 


131 
Melas and Agrius, but (who far ſurpaſt 2 
The reſt in courage) Oeneus was the laſt. 
-From him, my fire. From Calydon expell'd, 
He paſs d to Argos, and in exile dwell'd ; 135 
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He won, and flouriſh'd where Adraſtus reign'd; 


Beheld his vines their liquid harveſt yield, ; : a 
And numerous flocks that whiten'd all the field. 


There rich in fortune's gifts, his acres till'd, 2 


such Tydeus was, the foremoſt once in fame! 14 


Nor lives in Greece a ſtranger to his name. 

Then, what for common good my thoughts inſpire, 

| Attend, and in the ſon reſpect the ſire. 
Though ſore of battle, though with wounds oppreſt, 


Loet each go forth, and animate the reſt, 146 


Advance the glory which he cannot * 
Though not partaker, witneſs of the war. 
But leſt new wounds on wounds o' erpow'r us quite, 


Beyond the miſſile jav'lin's ſounding flight, 159 


Safe let us ſtand; and from the tumult far, 
AT; the ranks, and rule the diſtant war, 
He added not: the liſt'ning kings obey, 

slow moving on; Atrides leads the way. 


The God of Ocean (to inflame their rage) . 


Appears a warrior furrow'd o'er with age; 
Preſs'd in his own, the gen'ral's hand he took, 
And thus the venerable hero ſpoke. 
Atrides, lo! with what diſdainful exe 


Achilles ſees-his country's forces fly: . 16808 


Blind 1 impious man! whoſe anger is his guide, 
Who glories in unutterable pride. 

80 may he periſh, ſo may Jove diſclaim 

Fbe wretch relentleſs, and o'erwhelavdwith 8 
But beav'n forſakes not thee : o'er yonder ſands 165 
Soon ſhalt thou view the ſcatter'd Trojan bands 
Fly diverſe; while proud kings, and chiefs reno wn'd, 
DPriv'n heaps on neaps, with clouds involy'd around 
Of rolling duſt, their winged wheels employ 


To hide their ignominious heads in Troy, 270 


4 


He ſpoke, then ruſh'd amid the warrior -· crew; 
And ſent his voice before him as he flew, 


. 1, Wiſh 
s » 
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Loud as the ſhout encount'ring armies yield, 

When twice ten thouſand ſha ge the lab'ring field; 
Such was the voice, and juch the thund'ring ſound 


Of him, whoſe trident rends the ſ id ground, 176 a 
Each Argive boſom beats to meet the fight, t. 


And priſly war appears a pleaſing ſight. 
Meantime Saturnia from Olympus” brow, 


High. thron'd in gold, beheld the fields below ; 180 


With joy the glorious conflict ſhe ſurvey d, 
Where her great brother gave the Grecians aid. 


But plac'd aloft, on Ida's ſhady height 

She ſees her Jove, and trembles at the 1 | 

| Jove to deceive, what methods ſhall- ſhe try, 185 
What arts, to blind his all beholding eye? 8 


At length ſhe truſts her pow'r; reſolv'd to prove. 


The old, yet {bill ſucceſsful, cheat of love; 55 
Againſt his wiſdom to oppoſe her charms, 8 
And lull the Lord of thunders in her arms, 190. 


Swift to her bright apartment ſhe repairs, 


| Sacred to dreſs and beauty's pleaſing cares: 


With ſkill divine had Vulcan form'd the bow”! r. | 
Safe from acceſs of each intruding pow'r. 


Touch'd with her ſecret key, the doors unfold ; 195 . 


S:1t-clos'd, behind her ſhut. the valves of gold. 

Here firſt ſhe bathes ; and round her body pours 
Soft oils of fragrance; and ambroſial ſhow'rs ; 
The winds, perfum'd, the balmy gale convey | 
Through heav'n, through earth, ang all the acreal - 


way; 200 

Spirit divine! whoſe exhalation greets | 

The ſenſe of Gods with more than mortal ſweets, 
Thus while ſhe breath'd of heav'n, with decent pride 


Her artful hands the radiant treſſes ty'd ; 
Part on her head in ſhining ringlets roll'd, 205 


Part o'er her ſhoulders wav'd like melted gold. 
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Around her next a heavn'ly mantle flow'd, | 
That rich with Pallas' labour'd colours glow'd: 2 
Large claſps of gold the foldings gather'd round, 


A golden zone her ſwelling boſom bound, 2 i 
Far beaming pendants tremble in her ear, : 


Each gem illumin'd with a triple ſtar. 
Then o'er her head ſhe caſts a veil more "ein 8 
Than new-fall'n ſnow, and dazzling as the light, 


Laſt her fair feet celeſtial ſandals grace, = 215 


Thus ifſuing radiant, with majeſtic pace, 

Forth from the dome th*imperial Goddeſs moves, 

And calls the mother of the ſmiles and loves, 
How Jong (to Venus thus apart the cry'd) 


Shall human Rtrifes celeſtial minds divide? 220 
Ah yet will Venus aid Saturnia's joy, | 5 


And ſet aſide the cauſe of Greece and Troy? 
Let heav'n's dread empreſs (Cytheræa ſaid) 


ppeak her requeſt, and deem her will obey'd. 
} Then grant me ww the y"_y thoſe conquring 


charms, 155 : 225 


That pow'r, which mortals and immortals warms, 


That love, which melts mankind in fierce deſires, 
And burns the ſons of heav'n with ſacred fires ! 
For lo! I halte to thoſe remote abodes, 


Where the great parents (ſacred ſource of Gods !) 230 | 


Ocean and Tethy's their old empire keep, 

On the laſt limits ofthe land and deep. 

In their kind arms my tender years were paſt ; 

What time old Saturn, from Olympus caſt, 

Of upper heav'n to Jove reſign'd the reign, 235 


Whelm'd under the huge maſs of earth and main, 


For ſtrife, I hear, has made the union ceaſe, 
Which held ſo long that ancient pair in peace, 
What honour, and what love ſhall I obtain, 


lf I compoſe thoſe fatal feuds again; 240 
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Once more their minds in mutual ties engage, 
And what my youth has ow'd, repay their age? 
She ſaid. With awe divine the queen of love 


- Obey'd the ſiſter and the wife of Jove: 
And from her fragrant breaſt the zone unbrac'd, 243 
With various ſkill, and nn embroid'ry grac'd. 


In this was ev'ry art, and ev'ry charm, 
To win the wiſeſt; and the coldeſt warm: 


Fond love, the gentle vow, the gay defire, . 


The kind deceit, the ſtill reviving fire, 250 
perſuaſive ſpeech, and more perſuaſive ſighs, POT 
Silence that ſpoke, and eloquence of eyes. 

This on her hand the Cyprian Goddeſs laid: 
Take this, and with it all thy wiſh, ſhe ſaid. 
With ſmiles ſhe took the. charm ; and ny bret 


| The pow'rful ceſtus to her ſnowy breaſt, 256 
Then Venus to the courts of Jove withdrew; | 


| bogs from Olympus plieas'd Saturnia flew. 


'er high Pieria thence her courſe ſhe- bore, SN 
2 fair Emathia's ever · pleaſing ſhore, _ 260 


Ober Hæmus' hills with ſnows eternal crown'd; 
Nor once her flying foot approach'd the ground. FX, 
Then taking wing from Athos' lofty ſteep, 5 


She ſpeeds to Lemnos o'er the rolling deep, C 
And- ſeeks the cave of Death's half-brother, Sleep, _ 
Sweet pleaſing Sleep ! (Saturnia thus began), 266 


Who ſpread'ꝰſt thy empire o'er each God and man; 


If e'er obſequious to thy Juno's will, 
O pow'r of ſlumbers! hear, and favour ſtill. 


Shed thy ſoft dews on Jove's immortal eyes. 270 
While ſunk in love's-entrancing joys he lies. ; 


A ſplendid footſtool, and a throne that ſhine ; 


With gold unfading, Somnus, ſhall be thine ; 'W 
The work of Vulcan; to indulge thy caſe; 


When wine and ſeaſls ** golden humours pleaſe. 27 5 
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| Imperial dame, (the balmy pow'r replies), 


Great Saturn's heir, and empreſs of the ſkies! | 
O'er other Gods I ſpread my eaſy chain; ? 


The fire of all, old Ocean, owns my reign, 5 55 
And his huſh'd waves lie ſilent on the main. 280 
But how, unbidden, ſhall I dare to ſteep 

Jove's awful temples in the dew of ſleep? 

Long ſince too vent'rous, at thy bold command, 

On thoſe eternal lids I laid my hand: 


What time, deſerting Ilion's waſted plain, obs i 


His conqu'ring ſon, Alcides, plough'd the main. 


When lo! the deeps ariſe, the tempeſts roar, 
And drive the hero to the Coan ſhore : | 


Great Jove awaking, ſhook the bleſs'd abodes 


With riſing wrath, and tumbled Gods on Gods; 290 


Me chief he ſought, and from the realms on high 
Had hurl'd indignant to the nether {&y, 
But gentle Night, to whom I fled for aid, 


UL The friend of earth and heav'n), her wings diſplays; 1 
Impower'd the wrath of Gods and men to tame; 298 


Ev'n Jove rever'd the venerable dame. 
Vain are thy fears (the queen of heav W 
And ſpeaking, rolls her large majeſtic eyes). 


Tbink'ſt thou that Troy has Jove's high favour MY | 
Like great Alcides, his all conqu ring ſoa? 300 


Hear, and obey the miſtreſs of the ſkies, 

Nor for the deed expect a vulgar prize; 

For know, thy lov'd oae ſhall be ever thine, 

The youngelt Grace, Paſithae the divine. 304 
Swear then (he ſaid) by thoſe tremendous floods 


That roar through hell, and bind th' invoking Gods: 


Let the great parent Earth one hand ſuſtain, 
And ſtretch the other o'er the ſacred Main, 
Call the black Titans, that with Chronos dwell, 


Ta hear and witneſs from the depths of hell; 3 10 
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That ſhe, my lov'd one, ſhall be ever mine, 


The youngeſt Grace, Paſithae the divine, 
The queen aſſents, and from th” infernal bow” rs, 


Invokes the ſable ſubtartarean powers, 3 
And thoſe who rule th' inviolable floods, "> "Bog" 
| Whom mortals name the dread Titanian Gods, 


Then ſwift as wind, o'er Lecnnos” Tinouty Ie, 
T hey wing their way, and Imbrus' ſea beat ſoil ; 
Through air, unſeen, involv'd in darkneſs glide, 9 


And light on Lectos, on the point of Ide; 320 


(Mother of ſavages, whoſe echoing hills 
Are heard reſounding with a hundred * 
Fair Ida trembles underneath the God; 

Huſh'd are her mountains, and her foreſts nod. 


There on a fir, whoſe ſpiry branches riſe 328 
'To join its ſummit to the neighb'ring ſkies, es 
Dark in embow'ring ſhade, conceal'd from ſight, 


Sat Sleep, in likeneſs of the bird of night, 


(Chalcis his name by thoſe of heav*nly birth, NS 
But call'd Cymindis by the race of earth.) "your 


To Ida's top ſucceſsful Juno flies; 


Great Jove ſurveys her with deſiring eyes: 
The God, whole lightning ſets the heav'ns on fire, 
Through all his boſom feels the fierce defire ; 
Fierce as when firſt by ſtealth he ſeiz'd her chars; 


Mix'd with her foul, and melted in her arms, 3 36: 


Fix'd on her eyes he fed his eager look, | 
Then preſs'd ber hand, and thus with tranſport ſpoke. 


Why comes my Goddeſs from th' zthereal ſky, 


And not her ſteeds and flaming chariot nigh? 340 


I Thin ſhe—T haſte to thoſe remote-abodes, 
W here the great parents of the deathle's Gods, 
The rev'rend Ocean and gray Tethys, reign, 


On the laſt limits of the land and main. 
L viſit theſe, to whoſe indulgent cares 345 


I owe the nurſing of my tender years. 
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For ſtrife, L hear, has made that union ceaſe, 
Which held ſo long this ancient pair in peace, 
The ſteeds, prepar'd my chariot to convey 


| l Ober earth and ſeas, and through th' aereal way, 350 
Wait under Ide: Of thy ſuperior pow'r 


3 To aſk conſent, I leave th' Olympian bow'r; 
Nor ſeek, unknown to thee, the ſacred cells 


þ | Deep under ſeas, where hoary Ocean dwells, 0 
| | For that (ſaid Jove) ſuffiz: another day; 358 
But eager love denies the leaſt delay, _ | 


Let ſofter cares the preſent hour employ, 
And be theſe moments ſacred all to joy. 
Ne er did my ſoul ſo ſtrong a paſſion prove, 


Or for an earthly, or a heav'nly love: 360 


Not when J preſs'd Ixion's matchleſs dame, 
Whence roſe Perithous like the Gods in fame. 
Not when fair Danae felt the ſnow'r of gold 
Stream into life, whence Perſeus brave and bold. 


Not thus I burn'd for either Theban dame, 365 


(Bacchus from this, from that Alcides came. ). 
Not Phoenix? daughter, beautiful and young, 
Whence godlike Rhadamanth and Minos ſprung. 
Not thus I burn d for fair Latona's face, 1 8 
Nor comelier Ceres' more ma jeltic grace. 370 
Not thus ev'n for thyſelf I felt deſire, FIG 
As now my veins receive the pleaſing fire. 
He ſpoke ; the Goddeſs with the charming eyes 
 Glows with. celeitial red, and thus replies, 
Is this a ſcene for love? On Ida's height 37s 
Expos'd to mortal and immortal fight ;: 
Our joys profan'd by each familiar eye; 
The ſport of heav'n, and fable of the ſky. 
How ſhall I e'er review the ble!s'd abodes, 


Or mix among the ſenate of the Gods ? ed 380 
Shall I not think, that, with di{order'd charms, 


All heav'n beholds me recent from thy arms? 
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Nor God, nor mortal, ſhall our joys behold, 


Not ev'n the ſun, who darts through heav'n his rays, 
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With {kill divine has Vulcan form'd "yo bow'r, 

Sacred to love, and to the genial hour e 43 
If ſuch thy will, to that receſs retire, e e 
And ſecret there indulge fhy ſoft deſire, 4 
She ceas'd and ſmiling with ſuperior love, ** 
Thus anſwer'd mild the cloud compelling Jove. 1 


Shaded with clouds, and circumfus'd in gold; 390 


And whoſe broad eye th' extended earth ſurveys, 
Gazing he ſpoke, and kindling at the view, | 
: His eager arms around the Goddeſs threw, | 
Glad earth.perceives, and from her boſom pours 39 
Unbidden herbs and voluntary flow'rs: 55 
Thick new born vi'lets a ſoft carpet ſpread, 
And cluſt'ring Lotos fwell'd the riſing bed, 
And ſudden hyacinths the turf beſtrow, = 
And flamy Crocus made the mountain glow, 400 
There golden clouds conceal the heav'nly pair, 
S teep d in ſoft joys, and circumfus'd with air; 4 
Celeſtial dews, deſcending o'er the ground, 
Perfume the mount, and breathe Ambroſia round. 
At length with love and ſleep's ſoft pow'r oppreſt, 
The panting Thund'rer nods, and ſinks to reſt, 405 
Now to the navy borne on ſilent wings, 
To Neptune's ear ſoft Sleep his meſſage brings; 
Beſide him ſudden, unperceiv'd he ſtood, 
And thus with gentle words. addrefs'd. the God. 410 
Now. Neptune! now th? important hour employ, 
To check a while the haughty hopes of Troy: 
While Jove yet.reſts, while yet my vapours ſhed | 
The golden viſion. round his ſacred head; 
For Juno's love, and Somnus' pleaſing ties, 415, 
Have clos'd thoſe awful and eternal eyes. 
Thus having ſaid, the pow?r of {lumber flew, _ 
On human lids to drop the baloy.dew, 


bh 
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Neptune, with zzal increas'd, renews his care, 
And tow'ring in the foremoſt ranks of war, 420 
Indignant thus 


—Oh once of martial fame! 
O Greeks! if yet ye can deferve the name 


This half-recover'd day ſhall Troy obtain? 
Shall Hector thunder at your ſhips again? 


Lo ſtill he vaunts, and threats the fleet with fires, 425 
While ſtern Achilles in his wrath retires, 


One hero's loſs too tamely you deplore, BE 
He ſtill yourſelyes, and we ſhall need no more. 
Oh yet, if glory any boſom warms, 5 
Brace on your firmeſt helms, and ſtand to arms: 430 

His ſtrongeſt ſpear each valiant Grecian wield, 

Each valiant Grecian ſeize his broadeſt ſhield; | 

Let to the weak the lighter arms belong, 

The pond'rous targe be wielded by the ſtrong. 
(thus arm'd) not Hector ſhall our preſence ſtay ; 435 
# Myſelf, ye Greeks! myſelf will lead the way. 
The troops aſſent; their martial arms they change, 

The buſy chiefs their banded legions range. 

The kings, tho' wounded, and oppreſs'd with pain, 


With helpful hands themſelves aſſiſt the train. 440 
The ſtrong and cumb'rous arms the valiant wield, 
The weaker warrior takes a lighter ſhield, 

Till ſheath'd in ſhining braſs, in bright array, 


The legions march, and Neptune leads the way: 
His brandiſh'd faulchion flames before their eyes, 445 05 


Like lightning flaſhing through the frighted ſkies. 

Clad in his might th? earth-fhaking pow r appears; 

Pale mortals tremble, and confeſs their fears, | 
Troy's great defender ſtands alone unaw'd, 


Arms his proud hoſt, and dares oppoſe a God: 450 


And lo! the God, and wondrous man appear: 
The ſea's ſtern ruler there, and Hector here. 
The roaring main, at her great maſter's call, 
Roſe i in huge ranks, and form' da watry wall 
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Around the ſhips : ſeas hanging o'er the fhores, 455 


Both armies join: earth thunders, ocean roars, 


Not half ſo loud the bellowing deeps reſound. 
When ſtormy winds diſcloſe the dark profound ; 


Leſs loud the winds, that from th'tolian hall 459 _ | 


Roar thro” the woods, and make whole foreſts fall; 
Leſs loud the winds, when flames in torreats pour, 
Catch the dry mountain, and its ſhades devour, 
With ſuch a rage the meeting hoſts are drivin, _ 
And ſuch a clamour ſhakes the ſounding heav'n, 


The firſt bold jav'lin urg'd by HeQor's force, 465 


Direct at Ajax boſom wing'd its courſe ; 


But there no paſs the croſſing belts afford. 
(one brac'd his ſhield, and one ſaſtain'd his ſword), 
Then back the diſappointed Trojan drew, 


And curs'd the lance that unavailing flew: 470 


But 'ſcap'd not Ajax; his tempeſtuous hand 


A pond'rous ſtone up heaving from the ſand, 


(Where heaps laid looſe beneath the warrior's feet, 


Or ſerv'd to ballaſt, or to prop the fleet); 
Toſs'd round and round, the miſſive marble flings; 
On the raz'd ſhield the falling ruin rings, 476 


Full on his breaſt and throat with force deſcends: _ 


Nor deaden'd there its giddy fury ſpends, 


But whirling on with many a fiery round, 
Smokes in the duſt, and ploughs into the ground, 480 


As when the bolt, red-hiſſing from above, 

Darts on the conſecrated plant of Jove, 

The mountain oak in flaming ruin lies, 
Black from the blow, and ſmokes of ſulphur riſe; 
Stiff with amaze the pale beholders ſtand, 480 
And own the terrors of th* almighty hand! | ” 


So lies great Hector proſtrate on the ſhore; 


His flacken*d hand deſerts the lance it bore; 
His following ſhield the fallen chief o'erſpread; 


Beneath his helmet dropp'd his fainting head; 490 
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Andeach bold leader of the-Lycian band, 
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His load of armour ſinking to the ground, 

Clanks on the field a dead, and hollow ſound. 
Loud ſhouts of triumph fill the crouded plain; 
Greece ſees, in hope, Troy's great defender ſlain: 
All ſpring to ſeize him; ſtorms of arrows fly; ; 
And thicker jav'lins intercept the ſky. 

In vain an iron tempeſt hiſſes round; 

He lies protected, and without a wound, 


Polydamas, Agenor the divine, 


The pious warrior of Anchiſes' line, 


With cov'ring ſhields (a friendly circle) tand, 

His mournful followers, with a ſſiſtant care, 

The groaning hero to his chariot bear; 
His foaming courſers, ſwifter than the wind, 505 


Speed to the town, and leave the war behind, 


When now they touch'd the mead's enamel'd fide, 


Where gentle Xant hus rolls his eaſy tide, _ 
With watry drops the chief they ſprinkle round, 


Plac'd on the margin of the flow'ry ground. 510 


Kais'd on his knees, he now ejects the gore; 
Now faints anew, low- ſinking on the ſnore; 
By fits he breathes, half views the flzeting ſkies, 
And ſeals again, by fits, his ſwimming eyes, 
Soon as the Greeks the chief's retreat Weid, 5 15 
With double fury each invades the field. 
Oilean Ajax firſt his jav'lin ſped, 
Pierc'd by whoſe point the ſon of Enops bled: 
{Satnius the brave, whom beauteous Neis bore 
Amidſt her flocks on Satnio's ſilver ſhore) ; 
Struck thro” the belly's rim, the warrior lies 
Supine, and ſhides eternal veil his eyes, 
An ardous battle roſe around the dead; 
By turns the Greeks, by turns the Trojans bled, 
Fir'd with revenge, Polydamas drew near, 525 
And at Prothœaor ſhook the trembling ſpear; 


495 
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28 
The driving jav'lin through his ſhoulder thruſt, 
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He ſinks to earth, and graſps the bloody duſt. 
Lo thus (the victor cries) we rule the field, 


And thus their arms the race of Panthus wield ; I 30 


From this unerring hand there flies no dart 


But bathes its point within a Grecian heart. 
Propt on that ſpear to which thou ow'ſt 47 fall, 


Go, guide thy darkſome ſteps to Pluto's dreary hall! 
He ſaid, and ſorrow touch'd each Argive breall ; 35 35 


1 | The ſoul of Ajax burn'd above the reſt. 
4s by his fide the groaning warrior fell, 


At the fierce foe he launch'd his piercing del; 


| The foe reclining, ſhunn'd the flying death: 
But fate, Archelochus, demands thy breath; 549 
Thy lofty birth no ſuccour could impart,  _ 
The wings of death o'ertook thee op the dart, 


Swift to perform heav'n's fatal will it fled, 


Full on the juncture of the neck and head, 
And took the joint, and cut the nerves in twains 545 


The dropping head firſt tumbled to the plain. 
So juſt the ſtroke, that yet the body ſtood 


Erect, then roll'd along the ſand in blood. 


Here, proud Polydamas, here turn thy eyes! 


(The tow ring Ajax loud inſulting cries); 550 


Say, is this chief extended on the plain, 


A worthy vengeance for Prothœnor flain ? 


Mark well his port ! his figure and his face 

Nor ſpeak him vulgar, nor of vulgar race; | 

Some lines, methinks, may make his lineage known, 

Antenor's brother, or perhaps his ſon, 556 
He ſpake, and ſmil'd ſevere, for well he knew 


The bleeding youth: Troy ſadden'd at the vie w. 
But furious Acamas aveng'd his cauſe; 


As Promachus his ſlaughter'd brother AJ. 5 60 
He pierc'd his heart.—Such fate attends you all, 
Proud 3 ! deſtin'd by our arms to > fall, 
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Not Troy alone, but haughty Greece ſhall ſhare 
Ihe toils, the ſorrows, and the wounds of war, | 
| Behold your Pro:nachus depriv'd of breath, 565 
A victim ow'd to my brave brother's death. 
Not unappeas'd he enters Pluto's gate, 
Who leaves a brother to revenge his fate, 
__. Heart-piercing anguiſh ſtruck the Grecian hoſt, 
But touch'd the breaſt of bold Peneleus moſt; 370 
At the proud boaſter he direQs his courſe; ; 
The boaſter flies, and ſhans ſuperior force. 
But young Ilioneus receiv'd the ſpear 
Ilioneus, his father's only care: . 1 
(Phorbas the rich, of all the Trojan train %. + £ 8 
Whom Hermes lov'd, and taught the arts of gain), 
Full in his eye the weapon chanc'd to fall, 
And from the fibres ſcoop'd the routed ball, 
Drove thro' the neck, and hurl'd him to the plaia : ; 
He lifts his mitbroble arms in vain! _ 3580 
Swift his broad faulchion fierce Peneleus ſpread, 
And from the ſpouting ſhoulders ſtruck his head; 
To earth at once the head and helmet fly; 
The lance yet ſtriking through the bleeding eye, 
The victor ſeiz'd; and as aloft he ſnook 
The gory viſage, thus inſulting ſpoke. 
Trojans! your great Ilioneus behold! 
Haſte, to his father let the tale be told ; 
Let his high roofs reſound with frantic wo, RR 
Such, as the houſe of Promachus mult know; 3599 
Let doleful tidings greet his mother's ear, 
Such, as to Promachus? fad ſpouſe we bear; 
When we victorious ſhall to Greece return, 
And the pale matron in our triumphs mourn. 
Dreadfvl he ſpoke, then toſs'd the head on high; | 
The Trojans hear, they tremble, and they fly: 596 
Aghaſt they gaze around the fleet and wall, 
And dread the ruin that impends on all, 
Vor. Il, C 
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| Daughters of Jove! that on olympus ſhine, 
Ye all-behoiding, all recording Nine! ' 600 
O ſay, when Neptune made proud Illion yield, 
What chief, what hero firſt embru'd the field! 
Of all the Grecians what immortal name, 
And whoſe bleſs'd trophies will ye raiſe to fame? 
Thou firſt, great Ajax! on th' enſanguin'd plain 
Laid Hyrtius, leader of the Myſian train, 606 
Phalces and Mermer, Neſtor's ſons overthrew. 
Bold Merion, Morys and Hippotion 5 | 
Strong Periphztes and Prothoon bled, 
By Teucer's arrows mingled with the 4 610 
Pierc'd in the flank by Menelaus' ſteel, e 
His people's paſtor, Hyperenor felt; 
Eternal darkneſs wrapt the warrior round, 
And the fierce ſoul came ruſhing thro? the wound. 
But ſtretch'd in heaps before Oileus' ſon, 63 
Fall mighty numbers, mighty numbers run; 
Ajax the leſs, of all the Grecian race _ 
-£kilÞd in purſuit, a: and ſwifteR 1 in the chace, 
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THE ARGUMENT, 
The fiſth bane, at the Ribe and the aQts of Aj AX, 


Jupiter awaling; fees the Pretend repulſed from ths 

trenches, Hector in a ſwoon, and Neptune at th: 
head of the Greeks : he is higbly incenſed at tte ar 
tifice of Funo, who appeaſes him by ber ſubmiſſions ; 


the is then ſent to Iris and Apollo, uno repairing © 


to the aſſembly of the Gods, attempts with extraor a 
nary addreſs to inc:nſe them againſt Jupiter; in 
particular ſhe touches Mars with a violent reſænt- 
ment: he is ready to take arms, but is prevented by 
Minerva. Iris and Apollo obey the orders of Jus 
piler; Iris commands Neptune to leave the battle, 
ts which, after mach reluctance and paſſion, he con- 
\ ſents, Apollo reinſpires Hector with vigour, brings 
him back to the batile, marches befure him with his 
egis, and turns the fortune of tis fight. He breaks 
down great part of the Grecian wall: the 4155. 
8 5 in, and attempt to re the firſt line of 3 
G 2 
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but are, as yet, repelled by the greater — with a 
e . 


owi in ſwiſt fli ght they paſs the trench profound, 


And many a chief lay gaſping on the ground: 


Then ſtopp'd and panted, where the chariots lie; 
Fear on their cheek, and horror on their eye. 
Meanwhile awaken'd from his dream of love, '$ 54 
On Ida's ſummit ſat imperial Jove: 1 


Round the wide fields he caſt a careful view, 


There ſaw the Trojans fly, the Greeks purſue; 
Theſe proud in arms, thoſe ſcatter'd o'er the plain; 

And, 'midſt the war, the monarch of the main. 10 
Not far, great Hector on the duſt he ſpies, = 
(His fad aſſociates round with weeping eyes), 
Ejecting blood, and panting yet for breath, 
His ſenſes wand'ring to the verge of death, 
The God beheld him with a pitying look, 15 
And thus, incens'd, to fraudful Juno ſpoke. 


O thou, ſtill adverſe to th” eternal will, 
For ever ſtudious in promoting ill! 
Thy arts have made the godlike Hector yield, 


And driv'n his conqu' ring ſquadrons from the field. 20 
Canſt thou, unhappy in thy wiles! withſtand 
Our pow'r immenſe, and brave th' almighty hand? 
_ Haſt thou forgot, when bound and fix'd on high, 


From the vaſt concave of the ſpangled ſky, 


I hung thee trembling, im a golden chain; "bs 


And all the raging Gods oppos'd in vain ? 1 
Headlong I hurl'd them from th' Olympian hall, 


Stunn'd in the whirl, and breathleſs with the fall, 


For godlike Hercules theſe deeds were done, 


Nor ſeem'd the vengeance worthy ſuch a ſom; 30 


When, by thy wiles induc'd, fierce Boreas tot 
The lhipwreck'd hero on the Coan coaſt: 
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Him through a thouſand forms of death 1 bore, 

And ſent to Argos, and his native ſhore, 

Hear this, remember, and our fury dread, 35 

Nor pull th” unwilling vengeance on thy head; 
Leſt arts and blandiſhments ſueeſsleſs prove, 

Thy ſoft deceits, and wel diſſembled love. 


The Thund'rer ſpoke imperial Juno mourn'd, 


And trembling, theſe ſubmiſſive words return d. 40 
By ev'ry oath that pow'rs immortal ties, 
The foodtul earth, and all infolding ſkies, 

By thy black waves, tre mendous Styx! that flow 
Through the drear reaims of gliding ghoſts below: 
By the dread honours of thy ſacred head, 45 

And that unbroken vow, our virgin bed! 8 
Not by my k arts the ruler of the main 
Steeps Troy in blood, and ranges round the plain: „ 


By his own ardour, his own pity iway'd 


To help his Greeks; he fought, and diſobey'd: 50 
Elſe had thy Juno better counſels giv'n, 1 
And taught ſubmiſſion to the ſire of heav'n. 


IThink'ſt thou with me ? fair empreſs of the ſkies ! 
(Th' immortal Father with a ſmile replies !) 


Then ſoon the haughty ſea-god ſhall obey, 5s 


Nor dare to act, but when we point the way. 


It truth. inſpires thy tongue, proclaim our will 
To yon bright ſynod on ti Olympian hill 
Our high decree let various Iris know, | 
And call the God that bears the ſilver bow, 660 
Let her deſcend, and from th? embattled plain 
Command the ſea - god to his wat'ry reign; 
While Phoebus haſtes, great Hector to prepare 
To riſe atreſh and once more wake the war, : 
His lab'ring boſom reinſpirzs with breath, 65 


And calls his ſenſes from the verge of death, 
Greece chas'd by Troy ev'n to Achilles fleet, 
Shall fall by thovſagds at the hero's feet. 

| * 3 
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| He, not untouch'd with pity, to the plain | 


Shall ſend Patroclus, but ſhall fend in vain. _ 70 


What youth he ſlaughters under Ilion's walls? 
Ev'n my lov'd ſon, divine Sarpedon falls! 


Then, ner till then, ſhall great Achilles riſe : 
And lo! that inſtant godlike Hector dies. 


Vangquiſh'd at laſt by Hector's lance he lies. 5 125 
75 


From that great hour the war's whole fortune turns, 


Pallas aſſiſts, and lofty Ilion burns. 
Not till that day ſhall Jove relax his rage, 
Nor ont of all the heav'nly hoſt engage 


In aid of Greece. The promiſe of a Gd 80 


3 gave, and ſeal'd it with th' almighty nod, 

Achilles? glory to the ſtars to raiſe; TE 

Such was our word, and fate the word obeys, 
The trembling queen (th'almighty order giv'n) 


Swift from th' Idæan ſummit ſhot to heavin, 88 


As ſome wayfaring man, who wanders o'er, 

Ja thought, a length of lands he trod before, 
Sends forth his active mind from place to place, 
Joins hill to dale, and meaſures ſpace with ſpace: 
do ſwift flew Juno to the bleſs'd abodes, 

if thought of man can match the ſpeed of Gods, 
There ſat the pow'rs in awful ſynod plac'd; 
They bow'd, and made obeiſance as ſhe paſs'd, 

_ FThro' all the brazen dome: with goblets crown'd 


They hail her queen; and nectar ſtreams around, 9 


Fair Themis firſt preſents the golden bow], 
And anxious aſks what cares diſturb her ſoul ? 

o whom the white-arm'd Goddeſs thus replies, 
Enough thou know'ſt the tyrant of the ſkies, 


Severely bent his purpoſe to fulfill. 100 


Unmov'd his mind, and unreſtrain'd his will. 
60 thou, the feaſts of heav'n attend thy call; 
Bid the crown'd nectar circle round the hall; 
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Bu Jove {hall thunder through th' ethereal dome, 
Sucm it-rn decrees, ſuch threat' ned woes to come, 105 

As ſoon ſhall freeze mankind with dire ſurprize, 
And damp th' eternal baaguets of the ſkies. 


The Goddeſs ſaid, and ſullen took her placez ; 


Blank horror ſadden'd each celeſtial face. 1 
To ſee the gath'ring grudge in ev'ry breaſt, 110 


Smiles on her ip a ſpleenful j joy exprelt ; 


While on her wrinkled front, and eye-brow beat, 
Sat liedfaſt care, and AE diſcontent, | 
Thus ſhe proceeds 
But know, tis madneſs to conteſt with Jove: 115 
Supreme he ſits; and ſees, in pride of ſway, TE 


—Attend, ye pow'rs above! 


Your vaſſal Godheads grudgingly obey; 
Fierce in the majeſty of pow'r, controls; 


Shakes all the thrones of heav'n, and bends the poles. 
Submiſs, immortals! all he wills, obey; 5 7 SIO 
And thou, great Mars, begin and ſhew the way. 
| Behold Aſcala mus! behold him die, 
But dare not murmur, dare not vent a ſigh; 
Thy own lov'd boaſted offspring lies o*ert»rown, 
Ik that lov'd boaſted off: pring be thy own, 125 


Stern Mars, with anguiſh for his ſlaughter'd ſon, 


Smote his rebelling breaſt, and fierce begun, 
Thus, then, Immortals! thus ſhall Mars obey; 
Forgive me, Gods, and yield my venzeance way: 
Deſcending firſt to yon forbidden plain, 230 
The God of battles dares avenge the {lain ; | 
| Dares, though the thunder burſting o'er my head 

Should hurl me blazing on thoſe heaps of dead, 


With that, he gives command to Fear and Flight 
To join his rapid courſers for the fight: 135 
Then grim in arms, with haſty vengeance flies; _ 
Arms, that reflect a radiance thro' the ſkies, 

And now had Jove, by bold rebellion driv'n, 
Diſcharg'd his wrath on half the hoſt of heav'n; 
© ow 
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But Pallas ſpringing thro” the bright abode, 140 
Starts from her azure throne to calm the Gd. 
Struck for th* immortal race with timely fear, 

From frantic Mars ſhe ſnatch'd the ſhield and ſpear; 


Then the huge helmet lifting from his head, 


Thus to th' impetuous homicide ſhe ſaid. 7 145 


By what wild paſſion, furious! art thou toſt } * 


Striv'ſt thou with Jove ? thou art already loſt, 
Shall not the Thund'rer's dread command reſtrain, 
And was imperial Juno heard in vain? _ 


Back to the ſkies wouldſt thou with ſhame be driv“ n, 


: And in thy guilt involve the hoſt of heavin? 151 
Ilion and Greece no more ſhould Jove engage; 


T he ſkies would yield an ampler ſcene of rage. 


Guilty and guiltleſs find an equal fate, — 
And one vaſt ruin whelm th' Olympian fate. 155 
| Ceaſe then thy offspring's death unjuſt to call; | 


Heroes as great hare dy'd, and yet ſhall fall, 


Why ſhouid heav*n's law with fooliſh nan comply, 
Exempted from the race ordain'd to die? 


This menace fix'd the warrior to his throne ; * 160 


Sullen he ſat, and curb'd the riſing groan, 
Then Juno call'd (Jove's orders to obey) | 

The winged Iris, and the God of day. 

Go wait the Thund'rer's will, (Saturnia cry'd), 


On yon tall ſummit of the fount full Ide: 165 
There in the father's awful preſence ſtand, 


Receive, and execute his dread command. = 
She ſaid, and ſat: the God that gilds the day, 


And various Iris, wing their airy way, 1 
Swift as the wind, to Ida's hills they came, 170 


(Fair nurſe of fountains, and of ſavage game). 
There fat th' Eternal; he whoſe nod controls 

The trembling world, and ſhakes the ſteady poles. 
Veil'd in a miſt of fragrance him they found, 


wich clouds of gold and purple circl'd round. 175 


2 
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Well pleas'd the Thund'rer ſaw their earneſt care, 
And prompt obedience to the queen of air; 
Then (while a ſmile ſerenes his awful brow. 
Commands the Goddeſs of the ſhow'ry bow) | 
Iris ! deſcend, and what we here ordain 180 
Report to yon mad tyrant of the main, 8 
Bid him from fight to his own deeps repair, 
Or breathe from ſlaughter in the fiel-is of air. 7 
If he refuſe, then let him timely weigh N 
Our elder birthright, and ſuperior ſway. 183 
How ſhall his rathneſs ſtand the dire alarms, Po 
If heav'n's o:nnipotence deſcend: in arms? 
Strives he with me, by whom his pow'r was giv 'n, 
; And 1 is there equal to the Lord of heaven? 
Th'Almighty ſpoke; the Goddeſs wing'd her flight 
: To ſacred Lion from th' Idæan height. 191 
Swift as the rattling hail or fleecy ſnows 
Drive thro? the ſkies, when Boreas fiercely blows; 
80 from the clouds deſcending Iris falls; et 
And to blue Neptune thus the Goddeſs calls, 19, 
Attend the mandate of the ſire above, 8 
In me behold the meſſenger of Jove: 
He bids thee from forbidden wars repair 
To thy own deeps, or to the fields of air; 
This if refus'd, he bids thee timely weigh » 200: 
His elder birthright, and ſuperior ſway. 
How ſhall thy raſnneſs ſtand the dire alarms, 
It heav'n's omnipotence deſcend in arm? 
Striv'ſt thou with him by whom all pow'r is giv'n? 
And art thou equal to the Lord of heavn? 205 
What means the haughty ſov'reign of the ſkies ? 
(The king of ocean thus, incens'd, replies), 
Rule as he will his portion'd realms. on high; 
Na vaſſal God, nor of his train am 1, | 
Three brother deities from Saturn came, :216-5 
And ancient Rhea, earth's immortal dame: 
e 


Bear this fierce anſwer to the king of Gods? 225 


rn En Cape 
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Aſſign'd by lot, our triple rule we know; 


Infernal Pluto ſways the ſhades below; 


O'er the wide clouds, and 05 er the ſtarry plain, 
Mthereal Jove extends his high domain: 215 


My court beneath the hoary wave l keep, 


And huſh the roarings of the ſacred deep: 


Olympus, and this earth, in common lie; 


What claim has here the tyrant of the ſky? 


Far in the diſtant clouds let him control, — 228 
And awe the younger brothers of the pole: 
There to his children his commands be giv'n, 
The trembling, ſervile, ſecond race of heav'n. 


And mult I then, (ſaid ſhe,) O fire of floods! 


Correct it yet, and change thy rain intent; 


A noble mind diſdains not to repent. 
Jo elder brothers guardian fiends are givin, 
Jo ſcourge the wretch inſulting them and heav'n. 


Great is the profit (thus the God rejoin'd) 230 
hen miniſters are bleſs'd with prudent mind: 8 
\Wearn'd by thy words, to pow'rful Jove 1 yield. 


And quit, though angry, the contended field. 
"Net but his threats with juſtice I difchaim, _ 
Ihe fame our honours, and our birth the ſame, 235 


u yet, forgetful of his promiſe givn 

To Hermes, Pallas, and the queen of heav'n; 

To favour Lion, that perfidious place, _ 

He breaks his faith with halt th' æthereal race; 

Give him to know, unleſs the Grecian train 240 
Lay yon proud ſtructures level with the plain, 


Howe'er th' offence by other Gods be paſt, 


The wrath of Neptune ſhall tor ever laſt, 

Thus ſpeaking, furious from the field he ſtrode, 
And plung'd into the boſom of the flood. 245 
T he Lord of thunders from his lofty height 
Beheld, and thus beſpoke the ſource of light. 
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Behold! the God whoſe liquid arms are hurbd 
Around the globe, whoſe earthquak:s rock the world, 


Deſiſts at length his rebel-war to wage, 250 
Seeks his own ſeas, and trembles at our rage; 


Elſe had my wrath, heav'n's thrones all ſhakin 8 ;round, : 


Burn'd to th bottom of the ſeas profound; 
And all the Gods that round old Saturn dwell, 
Had heard the thunders to the deeps of bell, 25 5. 
We I was the crime, and well the 2 vengeance ſpar'd; 
Ebv'n pow'r immenſe had found ſuch battle hard. 


Go thou, my ſon, the trembling Greeks alar:n, 


Shake my broad ægis on thy active arm, | 
Be godlike HeR er thy peculiar care, 260 
Swell his bold heart, and urge his ſtrength to war; J 
Leet lion conquer, till th Achaian train 5 

Fly to their ſhips and H:lle!pont again: [aid 5 * 


Ther Greece ſhall breathe from toils— The Godhead 


His will divine the ſon of Jove obey'd. _ + ee 


Not half ſo ſwiſt the ſailing falcon flies, Da 
That drives a turtle through the liquid Kies; 
As Phœbus ſhooting from th' Idæan brow, | 
Glides down the mountain to the plain below. 


There Hector ſeated by the ſtream he fees, 270 


His ſenſe returning with the coming breeze; 
Again his pulſes beat, his ſpirits riſe; 


Again his lov'd companions meet his eyes; 

Jove thinking of his pains, they paſs'd away. 
To whom the God who gives the golden day. 275 
MV hy fits great Hector from the field ſo far? 
What grief, what wound, withholus thee ſrom the war? 


2 


The fainting hero, as the viſion bright 


Stood ſhining o'er him, half unſeal'd his fight: 
What pleſzed immortal with commanding breath, 290 


Thus wakens Hector from the ſizep of death? 

Has fame not told, how, while my truſty ſword. 

Bath'd Greece in laughter, and her battle gor'd, 
| EG C 6 
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The mighty Ajax with a deadly blow „„ 
Had almoſt ſunk me to the ſhades below? 285 
Ev'n yet, methinks, the gliding ghoſts I ſpy, 
| And hell's black horrors ſwim before my eye. 
To him Apollo. Be no more diſmay'd 
| See, and be ſtrong! the Thund'rer ſends thee aid, 

Behold! thy Phwbus ſhall his arms employ, 290 
Phoebus, propitious ill to thee, and Troy. Ss 
Inſpire thy warriors then with manly force, 
And to the ſhips impel thy rapid horſe : 
Ev'n I will make thy fiery courſers way, — 

| And drive the Grecians headlong to the ſea, 295 
I .,hus to bold Hector ſpoke the ſon of Jove, 
And breath'd immortal ardour from above. 
As when the pamper'd ſeed, with reins unbound, 
Breaks from his ſtall, and pours along the on. 
With ample ſtrokes he ruſhes to the flood, 300 5 
To bathe his fides, and cool his fiery blood ; Eo: 
His head now freed, he toſſes to the ſkies; 
His mane diſnevel'd o'er his ſhoulders flies : 
He ſnuffs the females in the well-known plain, 
And ſprings, exulting, to his fields again: - yor- 
Urg'd by the voice divine, thus Hector flew, ES 
Full of the God; and all his hoſts purſue. 
As when the force of men and dogs combin'd 
Invade the mountain-goat, or branching hind ; 
Far from the hunter's rage ſecure they lie. 310 
Cloſe in the rock, (not fated yet to die), . 
When lo! a lion ſhoots acroſs the way! 

They fly; at once the chaſers and the prey. 

So Greece, that late in conqu'ring troops pur ſu'd, 
And mark'd their progreſs thro? the ranks in blood, 
Soon as they ſee the furious chief appear, 316 
Forget to vanquiſh, and conſent to fear. 5 
Thoas with grief obſerv'd his dreadful courſe, 
Thoas, the braveſt of th*Atolian force 
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Skill'd to direct the jav'lin's diſtant flight, 320 

And bold to combat in the ſtanding fight; ; 
No more in counſels fam d for ſolid ſenſe, 

Than winning words and heav'nly eloquence. _ 

| Gods! what portent (he cry'd) theſe eyes invades ?. 


Io! Hector riſes from the Stygian ſhades! _ 328 


We ſaw him, late, by thund'ring Ajax kildz 
What God reſtores him to the frighted field ; 
And not content that half of Greece lie lain, 
Pours new deſtruction on her ſons again? - 

He comes not, Jove! without thy pow'rful will; 330 | 
Lo! ſtill he lives, purſues, and conquers (till | | 


: | Yet hear my counſel, and his worſt withſtand, 


The Greeks main body to the fleet command; 
But let the few whom briſker ſpirits warm, 
Stand the firſt onſet, and provoke the ſtorm, 335 
\ Thus point your arms; and when ſuch foes appear, 
Fierce as he is, let Hector learn to fear. 
The warrior ſpoke, the liſt'ning Greeks obey, 
Thick'ning their ranks, and form a deep ax bi 

Each Ajax, Teucer, Merion, gave command, 340 
The valiant leader of the Cretan band, IE 
And Mars-like Meges : theſe the chiefs excite, 
Approach the foe, and meet the coming fight, 
Behind, unnumber'd multitudes attend, 
To flink the navy, and the ſhores defend. 345 

Full on the front the prefling Trojans ber, 
And Hector firſt came tow'ring to the war. 

Phoevus himſelf the ruſhing battle led; 
A vell of clouds involv'd his radiant heads: i 
High held before him, Jove's enormous ſhield 350 
Portentous ſhone, and ihaded all the field; 
Vulcan to Jove th? immortal gift conlign'd, 
To ſcatter hoſts, and terrify mankind, 
The Greeks expect the ſhock; the clamours riſe 
From diffirent parts, and mingle in the ſkies, 355 
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Dire was the hiſs of darts, by heroes flung, 
And arrows leaping from the bow-tiriag ſung; 
Theſe drink the life of gen'rous warriors i1141n ; 
Thoſe guiitleſs fall, and thirſt for blood in vain, | 
As long as Phebus bore unmov'd the ſhieid, 360 
sat doubtful conqueſt hov'ring o'er the field 
But when aloic he ſhakes it in the ſkies, 
Shouts in their ears, ard lightens in their eyes, 
Deep horror ſeizes ev'ry Grecian hreaſt, 


T heir force is humbled, and their fear confeſt, 365 
So flies a herd of oxen, ſcatter'd wide, per: 


No iwain to guard them, and no day to guide, 


When two fell lions from the mountain come, 


And ſpread the carnage through the ſhady gloom, 
Impen-ing Phœbus pours around them fear, 370 
And Troy and Hector thunder in the rear. | 


Heaps fall on heaps : the ſlaughter Hector leads; 


Firſt oreat Arceſilas, then Stichius bleeds; 


One to the bold Bœotians ever dear, 

And one Meneſtheus' friend, and fam'd compeer. 37 5. 
Medon and Jaſus, Aneas ſped; 

This ſprung from Phelus, and thy Athenians led; 

But hapleſs Medon from Oileus came: 


Him Ajax honour'd with a brother's name, 
Though born of lawleſs love: from home expell'd, 380 


A baniſh'd man, in Phylace he dwell'd, 
Preſs'd by the vengeance of an angry wife; 
Troy ends, at laſt, his labours and his life. 
Mecyſtes next, Polydamas o'erthrew; | 


And thee, brave Clonius ! great Agenor ſlew, 439; 


By Paris, Deiochus inglorious dies, 

Pierc'd through the ſhoulder as he baſely ſlies, 
Polites? arm laid Echius on the plain; f 
Stretch'd on one heap, the victors ſpoil the lain. 
The Greeks diſmay'd, confus'd, diſperſe or fall, 390 
Some {eck the trench, ſome ſculk behind the wall. 
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While theſe fly trembling, others pant for breath, 
And o'er the ſlaughter Ralks gigantic Death. 
[on ruth'd bold Heer, gloomy as the igt; 
Por bids to plunder, an mates the fight, 395 
Points to the fleet: for by the Gods, who flies, 
Who dares but linger, by this hand he dies; 
No weeping ſiſter his cold eye fhall cloſz, 

No friendly hand his fumral pyre compoſe. 1 5 
Who ſtops to plunder at this ſignal hour, 400 
| The birds {hall tear him, and the dogs devour. f 

Furious he ſaid; the ſmarting ſcourge reſounds; 
The courſers fly 45 the ſmoaking chariot bounds: | 
The hoſts ruſh on; loud clamours hake the ſhore; 

The horſes thander, earth and ocean roar! 405 5 
Apollo, planted at the trench's bound, | 

Puſh'd at the bank: down ſunk th* enormous mound: 
 Roll%4 in the ditch the heapy ruin lay; 

A ſudden road! a long and ample WAY. ET 
OCi'er the dread foſſe (a Jace-impervious ſpace) 410 
Now ſteeds, and men, and cars, tumultuous paſs. 4 

The wond ring crouds the downward level trod: 

Before them flam'd the ſhield, and march'd the God, 
Then with his hand he ſhook the mighty wall; 

And lo! the turrets nod, the bulwarks fall. 415 
_ Faſy, as when aſhore an infant ſtands, 

And draws imagin'd houſes in the ſands; | 
; The ſportive wanton, pleas'd with ſome new play, 
| Sweeps the flight works and faſnion'd Comes away. 

Thus vaniſh'd, at thy touch, the tow'rs and walls; 420 

The toil of thouſands in a moment falls, 

The Grecians gaze around with wild deſpair, 

Confus'd, and weary all the pow'rs with prayer; 
| /  Efthort their men, with praiſcs, threats, commands 3 
And urge the Gods, with voices, eyes, and hands. 425 
þ © Enxperienc'd Neſtor chief obteſts the {kies, 
And weeps his country with a father's eyes. 
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O jove! if ever, on his native ſhore, 


One Greek enrich'd thy ſhrine with offer'd gore; 


If e'er, in hope our country to behold, 430 


Ve paid the fatte:t firſtlings of the fold; 


If e'er thou ſign'ſt our wiſhes with thy nod, 


Perform the promiſe of a gracious God! 


This day, preſerve our navies from the flame, 
And fave the relics of the Grecian name, 435; 


Thus pray'd the ſage : th” Eternal gave conſent, | 
And peals of thunder ſhook the firma nent. be 


Preſumptuous Troy miſtook th' accepting ſign, 


And catch'd new fury at the voice divine. . 
As, when black tempeſts mix the ſeas and ſkies, 445 


The roaring deeps in wat'ry mountains riſe, 
Above the ſides of ſome tall ſhip aſcend, 
Its womb they deluge, and its ribs they rend: 


Thus loudly roaring, and o':zrpow'ring all, | 
Mount the thiek Trojans up the Grecian wall; 445. 


_ Legions on legions from each fide ariſe; 
Thick ſound the keels; the ſtorm of arrows flies, 


Fierce on the ſhips above, the cars below, 


Theſe wield the mace, and thoſe the jav'lin throw. 


While thus the thunder of the battle rag'd 450 
4 lab'ring armies round the works engag'd; 5 


Still in the tent Patroclus ſat, to tend 
The good Eurypylus, his wounded friend, 


He ſprinkles healing balms, to anguiſh kind, 
And adds diſcourſe, the med' cine of the mind. 455 
But when he ſaw, aſcending up the fleet, 


Victorious Troy; then, ſtarting from his ſeat, 


With bitter groans his ſorrows he expreſt, 


He wrings his hands, he beats his manly breaſt, 


Though yet thy ſtate require redreſs, (he crics), 40⁰ 
Depart I muſt; what horrors ſtrike my eyes? 
Charg d with Achilles“ high commands I go, 

A mournſul witneſs of this ſcene of wo: 
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I haſte to urge him, by his country” s Care, 
To riſe in arms, and ſhine again in war, 40 
Perhaps ſome fav'ring God his ſoul may bend; 
The voice is pow'rful of a faithful friend. 
Hue ſpoke; and ſpeaking, ſwifter than the wind 
Sprung from the tent, and left the war behind, —_ 
Th' embody'd Greeks the fierce attack ſuſtain, 470 
But ſtrive, though num'rous, to repulſe in vain. 
Nor could the Trojans, through that firm array, 
Force to the fleet and tents th' impervious wax 
As when a ſhipwright, with Palladian art, i 
 Smoothes the rough wood, and levels ev'ry part; 3 47 5 
With equal hand he guides his whole wn 
By the juſt rule, and the directing line: 
The martial leaders, with like {kill and care, 


Preſerv'd their line, and equal kept the war, 


Brave deeds of arms through all the ranks were ya, 
And ev'ry ſhip ſuſtain'd an equal tide. 481 
At one proud bark, high-iow'ring o'er the fleet 
Ajax the great, and godlike Hector meet, 
For one bright prize the matchleſs chiefs contend; 
Nor this the ſhips can fire, nor that defend; 466 


One kept the ſhore, and one the veſſe! eds 


That fix'd as fate, this ated by a God, 

The ſon of Clytius in his daring hand, 

The deck approaching, ſhakes a flaming brand; | 
But pierc'd by Telamon's huge lance expires; 490 


. Thund'ring he falls, and drops th? extinguiſh'd fires, 


Great Hector view'd him with a ſad ſurvey, 
As ſtretch'd in duſt before the ſtern he lay. 


Oh! all of Trojan, all of Lycian race! 


Stand to your arms, maintain this arduous ſpace : 495 | 
Lo! where the ſon of royal Clytius lies; 
Ah ſave his arms, ſecure his ob! quies! 

This ſaid, his eager jav'lin fought the foe: 
But Ajax ſhunn'd the meditated blow. 
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Not vainly yet the forceful lance was thrown 3 300 
It ſtretch'd in duſt unhappy ee : : 
An exile long, ſuſtain'd at Ajax' board, 

A faithful ſervant to a foreign lord; 

In peace, in war, for ever at his "SY Pe . 
Near his lov'd maſter, as he liv'd, he dy'd. 505 
From the high poop he tumbles on the ſand, 
And les a lifeleſs load, along the land, 

With anguiſh Ajax views the piercing fight, 


And thus inflames his brother tothe fight, _ : 
Teucer, behold ! extended on the ſnhore 510 


Our friend, our lov'd ne! now no more ! 
De ar as a parent, with a parent's care 
To fight our wars, he left his native air. 

This death deplor'd to Hector's rage we owe; - 


Revenge, revenge it on the cruel foe. : 515 


Where are thoſe darts on which the fates attend, 
And where the bow which Phœbus taught to bend? 

IÜmpatient Feucer, haſt'ning to his aid. 

Before the chief his ample bow diſplay'd; 
The well ſtor'd quiver on his ſhoulders hung: 520 
Then hiſs'd his arrow, and the bow. ſtring ſung. 

Clytus, Pyſcnor's ſon, renown'd in fame, 

(To thee, Polydamas! an honour'd name), 

| Drove through the thickeſt of th' embattled plains 

The ſtartling ſteeds, and ſhook his eager reins, 525 

As ail on glory ran his ardent mind, . 

The v-inted death arreſts him from behind: 

Trcugh his fair neck the thrilling arrow flies; 

In youth's firſt bloom reluctantly he dies. 


Hurl'd from the lofty feat, at diſtance far, $30 


The headlong courſers ſpurn his empty car; 

Till ſad Polydamas the ſteeds reſtrain'd, 

And gave, Aſtynous, to thy careful hand; 

Then, fir'd to vengeance, ruſh'd amidlt the foe, | 
age edg'd his [word, and Rrengthen'd every blow, 
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Once more bold Tencer, in his conntry' s cauſe, 536 


At Hector's breaſt a choſen arrow draws; 
And had the weapon found the deſlin'd way, 
Thy fall, great Trojan! had renown'd that day, 
But Hector was not doom'd to periſhthen: $540 
Th' all «iſe diſpoſer of the fates of men, | 
Imperial Jove, his preſent death withſtands; 
Nor was ſuch glory due to Teucer's hands, 
At its full ſtretch as the tough ſtring he 3 
Struck by an arm unſeen, it burſt in two; _ 545 
Down dropt the bow: the ſhaft with benden head 


Fell innocent, and on the duſt lay dead. 
Th' aſtoniſh'd archer to great Ajax cries; 
Some God- prevents our deſtin'd enterpriſe : 


Some God, propitious to the Trajan foe, _ 550 
Has, ſrom my arm unfailing, ſtruck the bow, 


And broke the nerve my hands had twin'd with art, 


Strong to impel the flight of many a dart. 


Since heav'n commands it, (Ajax made reply) J 


Diſmiſs the bow, and lay thy arrows by; "Fa; £55 L 


Thy arms no leſs ſuffice thy lance to wield, 


And quit the quiver for the pond'rous ſhield, 

Isa the firit ranks. indulge thy thick of fa ne, 

(Thy brave example ſhall the reſt inflauwe,) | 
Fierce as they are, by long ſuccefl.s vain; 560 


To force our fleet, or ev'n a ſhip to gain, 

Aſks toil, and ſwear, à d b ood: their utmoſt might 

Shall find its match No more: tis ours to fight, 
Then Teucer laid his faithleis bow afide ; 

The fourfold Luckler ober his ſhoulder ty'd; 565 


On his brave head a creed helm he plac'd, 


With nodding horſe-hair ftormidably grac'd; 


A dart, whole point with braſs refulgent ſhines, 


The warrior wields; and his great brother j joins. 
his Hector ſaw, and thus expreſi'd his joy, 570 


| Ye troops of Ly cia, Dardanus, and Troy! 
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Be mindful of yourſelves, your ancient fame, 
And ſpread your glory with the navy's flame, 
Jove is with us; I ſaw his hand, but now, DD 
From the proud archer ſtrike his vaunted bow, 575, 
Indulgent Jove ! how plain thy favours ſhine, _ 
When happy nations bear the marks divine ! 
How eaſy then, to ſee the ſinking ſtate 
Of realms accursd, deſerted, reprobate! | 
Such is the fate of Greece, and ſuch is ours: 53580 
Behold, ye warriors, and exert your pow'rs. 
Death is the worſt; a fate which all muſt try; 
And, for our country, tis a bleſs to die. 
The gallant man, though ſlain in fight he be, 
et leaves his nation ſafe, his children free; $585 
Entails a debt on all the prateful ſtate; 
His own brave friends ſhall glory in his fate; 
His wife live honour'd, all his race ſucceed ; 
And late poſterity enjoy the deed! 
This rous'd the ſoul in ev'ry Trojan breaſt: 590 
The godlike Ajax next his Greeks addreſt. Eo, 
How long, ye warriors of the Argive race, 
(To gen'rous Argos what a dire diſgrace !) 
How long on theſe curs'd confines will ye lie, fr 
Let undetermin'd, or to live, or die! 53595 
What hopes remain, hat methods to retire, 
If once your veſſels catch the Trojan fire? 
Mark how the flames approach, how near they fall, 
How Hector calls, and Frey obeys his call! 
Not to the dance that dreadful voice invites, 600 
It calls to death, and all the rage of fights. 
is now no time for wiſdom or debates; 
To your own hands are truſted all your fates; 
And hetter far in one deciſive ſtrife, _ 5 
One day ſhould end our labour, or our life; FR 
Than keep this hard got-inch ot barren ds 
Still preſs'd, and e d by ſuch inglorious hands, 


His lance bold Meges at the victor threw ; 


His corpſe fell bleeding on the ſlipp ry ſhore ; 3 
His radiant arms triumphant Meges bore. 
Dolops, the ſon of Lampus, ruſhes on, 
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The noms? Grecians feel their leader's flame, 
And ev'ry kindling boſom pants for fame, 
Then mutual lzughters ſpread on either ſide; 


610 
By Hector here the Phocian Schedius dyd; 


here pierc'd by Ajax, funk Laodamas, 


Chief of the foot, of old Antenor's race. 


Polydamas laid Otus on the ſand, 


The fierce commander of th' Epeian band. 6 13 


The victor ſtooping, from the death withdrew; 
(That valu'd life, O Phœbus! was thy care); 
But Crœ ſmus' boſom took the flying ſpear: 


620 


Sprung from the race of old Laomedon, 


And fam'd for proweſs in a well fought field ; 
 Hepiercd the centre of his ſounding ſhield : 


62 
But Meges, Phyleus? ample breaſt plate wore, _ 


{Well known in fight on Selles? winding ſnore; 
For king Euphetes gave the golden mail, 
Compact, and firm with many a jointed ale), 
Which oft, in cities ſtorm'd, and battles won, 


630 
Had ſav'd the father, and now ſaves the ſon. 5 


Full at the Trojan's head he urg'd his lance, 


Where the high plumes above the helmet dance, 


New ting'd with Tyrian dye: in duſt below 


Shorn from the creſt, the purple honours glow, 635 
Meantime their fight the Spartan king ſurvey'd, 
And ſtood by Meges' fide, a ſudden aid, 


Through Dolops' ſhoulder urg'd his forceful dart, 


Which held its paſſage through the panting heart, 
And iſſu'd at his breaſt, With thundring ſound 640 


The warrior falls, extended on the ground. 


In ruth the conqu'ring Greeks to ſpoil the flain ; 


But Hector's voice excites his kindled train; 


— — — — — 


Come on 
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The hero moſt, from Hicetaon ſprung, 5 
Fierce Melanippus, gallant, brave, and young. 645 
He (ere to Troy the Grecians croſs'd the main) } ER 
Fed his large oxen on Percote's plain; | 
But when oppreſs'd, his country nr his care, 
Returu'd to Ilion, and excell'd in war ES 
For this, in Priam's court, he held bis once, 650 
Belov'd no leſs than Priam's royal race. 
Him Hector ſingled, as his troops he led, 
And thus inflam'd him, pointing to the dead. 
Lo Melanippus ! lo where Dolops lies; 
And is it thus our royal kinſman dies? Dre: 
O%ermatch'd he falls; to two at once a prey, 5 
And lo! they bear the bloody arms away! 
2 diſtant war no longer wage, 
But hand to hand thy country's foes engage: 
Till Greece at once, and all her glory ena 666 
Or Ilion from her tow'ry height deſcend, > 
Heav'd from the loweft ſtone ; and bury all 
In one fad ſepulchre, one common fall. | 
Hector (this ſaid) ruſh'd forward on the foes : 5 
With equal ardour Melanippus glows : 665 
Then Ajax thus—— Oh Gr:eks ! reſpect your fame, 
Reſpect yourſelves, and learn an honeſt ſhame : 
Let mutual rev'rence mutual warmth injpire, 
And catch from breaſt to breaſt the noble fire. 5 
On valour's ſide the odds of combat lie, 670 
The brave live glorious, or lamented die 
The wretch that trembles in the field of fame, 
Meets death, and worſe than death, eternal ſhame. 
His gen'rous ſenſe, he not in vain imparts; 5 
It ſunk, and rooted in the Grecian hearts, 675 
They join, they throng, they thicken at his call, 
And flank the nzvy with a brazen wall ; 
Shields touching ſhields, in ordec blaze above, 
And ſtop the Trojans, though impelPd by Jove. 


Sy 
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The fiery Spartan firſt, with loud applauſe, 620 


Warms the bold ſon of Neſtor in his cauſe. 


Is there (he ſaid) in arms a youth like you, 


go ſtrong to fight, ſo active to purſue? 
Why ſtand you diſtant, nor attempt 2 deed? 


Lift the bold lance, and make ſome Trojan bleed. 685 
He ſaid; and backward to the lines retir'd; * 


Forth cuſh'd the youth, with martial fury fed. 
Beyond the foremoſt ranks ; his lance he threw, 
And round the black batealions caſt his view. 


The troops of Troy recede with ſudden fear, 696 


While the ſwift jav'lin hiſs'd along in air. 
Advancing Melanippus met the dart 


With his bold breaſt, and felt it in his heart: 


Thundring he falls; his falling arms reſound, 
And his broad buckler rings againſt the ground. 
The victor leaps upon his proſtrate prize; 
Thus on a roe the well-breath'd beagle flies, 

And rends his ſide, freth-bleeding with the dart 
The diſtant hunter ſent into his heart, 

' Obſerving Hector to the reſcue flew; 
; Bold as he was, Antilochus withdrew. 

So when a ſavage, ranging o'er the plain, 


700 


Has torn the ſhepherd's dog, or ſhepherd ſwain ; 


While conſcious of the deed, he glares around, 


And hears the gath'ring multitude reſound, 901 


\ _ Timely he flies the yet-untaſted food, 
And gains the friendly ſhelter of the wood: 
dos fears the youth; all Troy with ſhouts purſue, 


While ſtones and darts in mingled tempeſt flew 

But enter'd in the Grecian Tanks, he turns 710 

His manly breaſt, and with new fury burns. 
Now on the fleet the tides ot Crojans drove, 


Fierce to fulfil the ſtern decrees of Jove : 


The ſire of Gods, confirming Thetis' pray'r, Les 
The Grecian ardour quench'd in deep deſpair : 715 
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But lifts to glory Troy's prevailing bands, 
_ Swells all their hearts, and ſtrengthens all their hands. 

On Ida's top he waits with longing eyes, 

To view the navy blazing to the ſkies ; 5 
Then, nor till then, the ſcale of war hall turn, 720 

The Trojans fly, and conquer'd Ilion burn. EN 

Theſe fates revolv'd in his a mighty mind, 

He raiſes Hector to the work delign'd, 

Bids him with more than mortal fury glow, = 5 
And drives him, like a lightning, on the fes, 7% Be: 

So Mars, when human crimes tor vengeance zall. 1 

Shakes his huge jav'lin, and whole armies fall. 

Not with more rage a conflagration rolls, -: 

Wraps the vaſt mountains, and involves the poles, | 
| He foams with wrath; beneath his gloomy brow 759 

Like fiery meteors his Ted eye- balls glow: 

The radiant helmet on his temples burns, 

Waves when he nods, and lightens as he turns: 
For Jove his ſplendour round the chief had thrown, 9 
And caſt the blaze of both the hoſts on one. 733 

Unhappy glories ! for his fate was near, OS 
Due to ſtern Pallas, and Pelides' ſpear : 
Vet Jove deferr'd the death he was to pay, 

And gave what fate allow'd, the honours of a day ! 
Now all on fire for fame, his breaſt, his eyes 740 
Burn at each foe, and ſingle ev'ry prize; Do 
Still at the cloſeſt ranks, the thickeſt fight, 
He points his ardour, and exerts his might. 
The Grecian phalanx moveleſs as a tow'r 
On all ſides batter d, yet reſiſts his pow'r : 


745 


So ſome tall rock o'erhangs the hoary main, 
By winds aſſail'd, by billows beat in vain, 
Unmov'd it hears, above, the tempeſt blow, 

And ſees the wat'ry mountains break below. 
Girt in ſurrounding flames, he ſeems to fall 7 50 


Linke fire from Jove, and burſts upon them all: 


Dek NV. HOMERS 1IETAD.-73 
Burſts as a wave that from the clunds impends, 

Ard ſwell'd with tempeſts on the ſhip deſcends; _ 
White are the decks with ſoam; the winds aloud 7 5 1 
Howl over the maſts, and fing through ev'ry throud : 
Pale, trembiing, tir'd, the Citlore freeze with fears 
And inſtant death on ev Ty wave appears, 

So pale the Greeks the eyes of Hector meet, 

The chief fo thunders, and fo thakes the flcet, 


As when a Hon, ruſhing from his den, : 169. 


Amidſt the p! ain of ſome wide water'd len, 

(Where num'rous cxen, as at eaſe they feed, 

At large expatiate o'er the ranker mead) ; j 

Leaps on the herds beſore the herdſman's eyes; 

The tumbling herdſiman far to diſtance flies? 763 
Some lordly bull (the reſt diſpers'd and fled) _ 
He ſingles out; arreſts, and lays him dead. 

Thus from the rage of Jove like Hector flew 

All Greece in heaps; but one be ſciz'd, and flew ; 


Mycenian Periphes, a mighty name, 299-5 


Jn wiſdom great, in arms well known to 3 
The miniſter of ſtern Euryſtheus“ ire, 
Againſt Alcides, Copreus was his ſire: 

The ſon redeem'd the honours of the race, 


A ſon as gen'rous as the fire was baſe; 775 


O'er all his country's youth conſpicuous far 
Inev'ry virtue, or of peace or war: 
But doom'd to HeQor's ſtronger force to yield! 
Againſt the margin of his ample ſhield _ BEE 
He ſtruck bis haſty foot: his heels up ſprung; 780 
Supine he fell; his brazen helmet rung. | 
On the fall'n chief th? invading Trojan prett, 
And plung'd the pcinted jav'lin in his breaſt, 
His circling friends, who ſtrove to guard too late 
Th! unhappy hero, fled, cr ſhar'd his fate. 79 
Chas'd from the 3 line, the Grecian train 
Now man the next, receding tow'rd the main: 
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Wedg'd in one body at the tents they and, 

Wall'd round with ſterns, a gloomy deſp'rate band: 

Now manly ſham? forbids th' inglorious flight; 790 
Now fear itſelf coafines them to the fight: 

Man courage breathes in man; but Neſtor moſt 

(The ſage preſerver of the Grecian hoſt) 

Exhorts, adjures, to guard theſe utmoſt ſhores; 

And by their parents, by themſelves, implores. 49g 


O friends! be men: your gemrous breaſts inflame 


With mutual honour, and with mutual ſhame ! 
Think of your hopes, your fortunes ; all the care 
Your wives, your infants, and your parents ſhare: 


Think of each living father's rev'rend head : goo b t 


Think of each anceſtor with glory dead; 
Abſent, by me they ſpeak, by me they ſue; 3 
They aſk their ſafety, and their fame, from” you: 

The Gods their fates on this one act ion lay, 
And all are loſt, if you deſert the day, _ 805 

He ſpoke, and round him breath'd heroic fires; 
Minerva ſeconds what the ſage inſpires. 
The miſt of darkneſs Jove around them threw 
She clear'd, reſtoring all the war to view; 


A ſudden ray ſhot beaming o'er the plain, 86% 


And ſhew'd the ſhores, the navy, and the main: 
Hector they ſaw, and all who fly, or fight, 

The ſcene wide opening to the blaze of light. 
Firſt of the field great Ajax ſtrikes their eyes, 


His port majeſtic, and his ample ſize: B15 - 


A pond'rous mace with ſtuds of iron crown'd, 

Full twenty cubits long he ſwings around; 

Nor fights like others fix'd to certain ſtands, 

But looks a moving tow'r above the bands; 
High on the decks, with vaſt gigantic ſtride, 820 
The god like hero ſtalks from ſide to fide, 1 
So when a horſeman from the wat'ry mead 
{SKEilPd-in the manage of the bounding ſteed) 
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T5 
Drives four fair courſers, practis'd to obey, : 
To ſome great city thro' the public way; 825 
Safe in his art, as fide by dz they run, 5 
He ſhifts his ſeat, and vaults from one to one; 
And now to this, and now to that he flies; 
Admiring numbers follow with their eyes. . 
From thip to ſhip thus Ajax ſwiftly flew, $39 


As furious Hector thunder'd threats aloud, 


And ruſh'd enrag'd before the Trojan croud : 
Then ſwift invades the ſhips, whoſe beaky prores _ 
Lay rank'd contiguous on the bending ſhores: 835 


So the ſtrong eagle from his air height, 


| Who marks the ſwans" or cranes* embody'd fight, | 


| Stoops down 1 imp2tuous, while they light for food, 
And ſtooping, darkens with his wings the flood, 


Jove leads him on with his almighty hand, 


840 
And breathes fierce ſpirits in his following band. 


The warring nations meet, the battle roars, 

Thick beats the combat on the ſounding prores. 

> Thou wouldſt have thought, ſo furious was their fire, 
No force could tame them, and no toil could tire; 845 


As if new vigour from new fights they won, 

And the !ong battle was but then begun, 

Greete yet unconquer?d, kept alive the war, 
Secure of death, confiding in deſpair ; 
Troy in proud hopes, already view'd the main 850 
Bright with the blaze, and red with heroes lain ! 


Like ſtrength is felt from hope, and from deſpair, 


And each contends, as his were all the war. a 
*Twas thou, bold Hector! whoſe reſiſtleſs hand 
Firſt ſeiz'd a ſhip on that conteſted ſtrand; 3855 
The ſame which dead Proteſilaus bore, os 
The firſt that touch'd th' unhappy Trojan ſhore: 


Poor this in arms tie warring nations ſtood, 
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And bath their genvrous breaſts with mutual blood, 
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No room to poize the lance, or bend the bow; 860 
But hand to hand, and man to man they grow 

Wounded they wound; and ſeek each other's hearts 
With faulchions, ares, ſwords, and ſhorten'd darts, 
The faulchions ring, ſhields rattle, axes found, - 


Swords flaſh in air, or glitter on the ground; 865 1 


with ſtreaming blood the ſlipp*ry ſhores are dy'd, 

And ſlaughter” d heroes ſwell the dreadful tide, 
Still raging Hector with his- ample hand 

Graſps the high ſtern, and gives this loud . | 

Haſte, bring the flames! the toil of ten long years 870 
Is finiſh'd ; and the day defir'd appears! 

This A day with acclamations greet, 

Bright with deſiruQion of yon hoſtile fleet, 

The coward counſels of a tim'rous throng = 

Of rev'rend dotards, check'd our glory long: 875 

TOO long Jove lull'd us with lethargic charms, 

But now in peals of thunder calls to arms: 


In this great day he crowns our ſull deſires, 


Wakes all our force, and ſeconds all our fires. 
He ſpoke—the warriors, at his fierce command, 880 | 
Pour a new deluge on the Grecian band. 
Ev'n Ajax paus'd (ſo thick the jav'lins fly), 

Stept back, and doubted or to live, or die. 
| Yet where the oars are plac'd, he ſtands to wait 

What chief approaching dares attempt his fate: 935; 
Eva to the laſt, his naval charge defends, 
Now ſhakes his ſpear, now liits, and now portends; 
Ev'n yet, the Greeks with piercing ſhouts inſpires, 
Amidſt attacks, and deaths, and darts, and fires, 
DOD friends! O heroes! names for ever dear, 890 
Once ſons of Mars, and thunderbolts of war! 5 
Ah! yet be mindful of your old renown, _ 
Your great forefathers virtues and your own, 

What aids expect you in this utn.- | ſtrait ? 4 
What bulwarks riſing between you and fate? 895 
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No aids, no bulwarks your retreat attend, 


No triends to help, no city to defend. 
This ſpot is all you have, to loſe or keep; 
There Rand the Iroj ins, end here rolls the deep. 
»Tis hoſtile ground you tread; your native lands 900 


Far, far from hence: your fates are in your hands. 


Raging he ſpoke; nor farther waſtes his breath, 
But turns his jav'iin to the work of d-ath, 


Whate'er bold Trojan arm'd his daring hands, 


Againſt the ſable ſhips, with flaming brands, 925 


So well the chief his naval weapon ſped, 
The luckieſs warcior at his ſtern lay dead: 


Full twelve, the boldeſt, in a moment fell, 


| Sent by great Ajax to the ſhades of hell. 
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THE ARGUMENT. | 
The fixth battle, the acts and death of Patroclus, 


: Paurroctus (in purſuance of the requeſ? of Neſtor in the 


eleventh book } entreats Achilles to ſuffer him to go to 


the aſſiſtance of the Greeks with Achilles troops and 
 armuur. He agrees te it, but at the ſame time char- 
ges him to content himſelf with reſcuing the fleet, 
evithout farther purſuit of the enemy. The armour, 
horſes, ſoldiers, and officers of Achilles are deſcrib- 


ed. Achilles offers a libation for the ſucceſs of 1 


Friend, after which Patroclus leads the Myrmidons 


to battle. The Trojans, at the fight of Patroclus 3 


in Achiller's armour, taking him for that hero, are. 
caſt into the utmoſt conſternation: he beats them off 
from the veſſels, Hector bimſelf flies, Sarpedon is 
killed, though Jupiter was averſe to his fate. Se- 


veral other particulars. of the battle are deſcribed: 
in the heat of which, Patroclus, neglecting the or- 


dersof Achilles, purſues the foe to the walli Troy ; 
auhere Apollo repulſes and diſarms him, Eupharbus 
ewounds him, and Hector kills him « which concludes. 
the book, MO Tere | 
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O warr'd both armies on th' enſanguin'd ſhore, 
While the black veſſels ſmoak'd with hum an gore. 


Meantime Patroclus to Achilles flies; 
The ſtreaming tears fall copious from his eyes; 


Not faſter, trickling to the plains below, DOS, 


From the tall rock the ſable waters flow, 
Divine Pelides, with compaſſion mov'd, 
Thus ſpoke, indul; gent to his beſt belov'd. 


Patcoclus, ſay, what grief thy boſom urs; | 


That flows fo faſt ia theſe unmanly tears? 10 


No girl, no infant whom the mother keeps 


From her lov'd breaſt, with fender paſſion weeps; 
No more the mother's ſoul that infant warms, 
Clung to her knees, and reaching at her arms, 
Than thou haſt mine! Oh tell me, to what end 15 
Thy melting ſorrows thus purſue thy friend? 
Griev'ſt thou for me, or for my martial band? 
or come ſad tidings from our native land? 
Our fathers live, (our firſt, moſt tender care), 1 
Thy good Mencetius breathes the vital air, 20 
And hoary Peleus yet extends his days; > 
Pleas'd in their age to hear their childrens praiſe, 


Or may ſome meaner cauſe thy pity claim? 
Perhaps von relics of the Grecian name, 


Doom'd in their ſhips to ſink by fire and ſword, 25 


And pay the forfeit of their haughty lord; 


Whate'er the cauſe, reveal thy ſecret ire. 
And ſpeak thoſe ſorrows which a friend would ſhare, 


A ſigh, that inſtant, from his boſom broke, 


Another follow'd, and Patroclus ſpoke, 30 


Let Greece at length with pity touch thy breaſt, 


Thylelf a Greek; and. once, of Greeks the beſt! 
Lo! ev'ry chief that might her fate prevent, 


Lies pierc 'd with wounds, and bleeding in his tent, 
9 4 | 
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Eurypylus, Tydides, Atreus' ſon, „ 
And wiſe Ulyſſes, at the navy groan * 
Nore for their country's wounds, than for their ow]n. ? 


Their pain ſoft arts of pharmacy can eaſe, 


Thy breaſt alone no lenatives appeaſe, 


_ May never Page like thine my ſoul enſlave, 40 


O creat in vain! unprofitably brave! 


Thy country ſlighted in her laſt diſtreſs, 
1 W hat friend, what man, from thee ſhall hope redreſs? 
_ curſe that fierce, that unforgiving mind. 45 


men unborn, and ages yet behind, 


O man unpitying! if of man thy race; _ 
Put ſure thou ſpring'ſt not from a ſoft embrace, 
Nor ever am'rous hero caus'd thy birth, 


Nor ever tender Goddeſs brought thee forth,” 
Some rugzed rock's hard entrails gave thee form, 50 
And raging ſeas produc'd thee in a ſtorm, 

A ſou] well ſuiting that tempeſtuous kind, 


So rough thy manners, ſo untam'd thy mind. 
If ſome dire oracle thy breaſt alarm, 


If aught from Jove, or Thetis, ſtop thy arm, . D 5 5 


Some beam of comfort yet on Greece may ſhine, | 
if I but lead the Myrmidonian line: 


Clad in thy dreadful arms if I appear, 


Proud Troy ſhall tremble, and deſert the war: 


Without thy perſon Greece ſhall win the day, 60 


And thy mere image chaſe her foes away. 

Preſs'd by freſh forces, her o'erlabour'd train 

Shall quit the ſhips, and Greece reſpire again. 
Thus, blind to fate! with ſupplicating breath, 


Thou begg'ſt his arms, and in his arms thy death, 5 


Unfortunately good! a boding ſigh 

hy friend return'd; and with it this reply. 
Patroclus! thy Achilles knows no fears: 
Nor words from Jove, nor oracles Re hears; 


_ 
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Nor aught a mother's caution can ſuggſt; 70 
The tyrants pride lies rooted in my breaſt. 


My wrongs, My wrongs, my con{tan* thought engage, i 


Thoſe, my ſole oracles, inſpire my rage; 
I made him tyrant: gave him power to wrong 


-Ev'n me; I felt it; and (hall feel it long. 75 


The maid, my black ey'd maid, he forc'd away, 

Due to the toils of many a well fought day; 
Due to my conqueſt of her father's reign; 

Due to the votes of all the Grecian train, 

From me he forc'd her; me, the bold and brave; 80 
Diſgrac'd, diſhonour 4d, like a ſlave. 

But bear we this—the wrongs I grieve are paſt; 
»Tis time our ſury ſhovld. relznt at laſt: 

1 fix'd its date; the day I wiſh'd appears: 


Now He tor to my ſhips his battle bears, 95 


The flames my eyes, the ſhoats invade my ears. 
So then, Patroclus! court fair honour's charms 
Ia Troy's fan'd fields. and in Achilles' arms: 
Lead forth my martial Myrmidons to fight, 


Go fave the fleets, and conquer in my right, co 


See the thin rough of their v:Mz9 band, 
At the laſt edge of y: on deſerted land! 
Behold all 1100 on their {hips deſcends; 
_ How the cloud bl.ackens, how the eras | penis ! 
It was nat thus, when, at my ſight amaz'd, 95 
Troy ſaw and trembled, as this helmet blaz'd: 
Had not th'i jurious king our [11 ndthip loſt, 
Lon ample trench had bury'd half her ho, 
No camps, no bulwarks-now the Trojans fear, 


Thoſe are not dreadful, no Achilles there: 100 


No longer flames the iance of Tydeus' fon; 
No mocs your gen'ral calls his heroes on: 
Lector, alone, I hear; his dreadful breath 


Commands your ſtaughiter, or proclaims your death. 
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Yet now, Patroclus, iſſue to the plain; 510% 
Now fave the ſhips, the riſing fires reſtrain, EE _ 


And give the Greeks to viſit Greece again. 
But heed my words, and mark a friend's command, 
_ Who truſts his fame and honours in thy band, 


And from thy deeds expects, th'Achaian hot 110 
Shall render back the beauteous maid he loſt: 

Rage uncontroll'd through all the hoſtile crew, 

But touch not Hector, Hector is my due. 
Though Jove in thunder ſhould command the war, 
Be juſt, conſult my glory, and forbear, 115 
The fleet once ſavꝰd, deſiſt from farther chace, 


Nor lead to Hion's walls the Grecian race; 


Some adverſe God thy raſhneſs may deſtroy; 5 


Some God, like Phœbus, ever kind to Troy. 
Let Greece redeem'd from this deſtructive ſtrait, 120 = 
Do her own work; and leave the reſt to fate. 
Oh! would to all the immortal pow'rs above, 


Apollo, Pallas, and almighty Jove! 


That not one Trojan might be left alive, 


And not a Greek of all the race ſurvive; Ss | |» I 


Might only we the vaſt deſtruction ſhun, 
And only we deſtroy th” accurſed town! 


Such conf'rence held the chiefs; whilsa on the trand 


Great Jove with conqueſt crown'd the Trojan band. 


Ajax no more the founding ſtorm ſuſtain'd, 130 
So thies, the darts an iron tempeſt rain'd: os 
On his tir'd arm the weighty buck'er hung; 


His hollow helm with falling jav'lins rung; 

His breath, in quick, ſhort pantings, comes and goes; '* 
And painful fweat from all his members lows, 135 
| Spent and o'erpower'd, he barely breathes at t moſt; 


Yet ſcarce an army ſtirs him from his poſt: 
Dangers on dangers all around him grow, 


And toil to toil, and wo ſucceeds to wo. 
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Say, Muſes, thron'd above the ſtarry frame, 140 
How firſt the navy blaz'd with Trojan flame? 

Stern He&or wav'd his ſword : and ſtanding near 

Where furious Ajax ply'd his aſhen ſpear, 

Full on the lance a ſtroke ſo juſtly ſped, | 
That the broad ſaulchion lopp'd 1 its br«z2n head: 145: 


His pointleſs ſpear the warrior ſhakes in vain; 


The brazen head falls ſounding on the plain. 
Great Ajax ſaw, and own'd the hand divine, 
Confeſſing Jove, and trembling at the ſign; 


Warn'd, he retreats, Then ſwift from all fides pour - 


The hiſſing brands, thick ſtreams the ficry ſhow'r; 1 5 1 

Ober the high ſtern the curling volumes riſe, 

And ſheets of rolling ſmoke involve the ſkies, 

Divine Achilles view'd the riſing flames, | 

And ſmote his thigh, and thus aloud exclaims, 155 

Arm, arm, Patroclus! Lo, the blaze Apr! 

The glowing ocean reddens with the fires. 

Arm, ere our veſſels catch the ſpreading dame; | 

Arm, ere the Grecians be no more a name; 

J haſte to bring the troops The hero ſaid; 160 

Ihe friend with ardour and with joy obey'd. 

He cas'd his limbs in braſs; and firſt around 

His man! y legs, with filver buckles bound 

The claiping greaves; then to his brealt applies 5 

The flamy cuiraſs, of a thouſand dyes; 165 

F.nbl:z'd with ſtuds of gold his faulchion ſhone e 

In the rich belt, as in a ſtarry zone: | 

Achilles? ſhield his ample ſhoulders ſpread, 

Achilles helmet nodded o'er his head + 

Adorn'd in all his terrible array, | 179: * 

He flach'd around intolerable day. | 

Alone, untouch'd, Pelides' jav'l n ſtands, . 

Not to be pois'd but by Pclides? hands; 

Erom Pelion's ſhady brow the plant entice 

on Chiron rent, and ſhap'd it for his fire; 17 
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Whoſe ſon's great arm alone the weapon wields, 


"The death of heroes, and the dread of fields. 


Then brave Automedon (an honour'd name, 


The ſecond to his lord in love and fam, | 
In peace his friend, and partner of the war) 189 


The winged courſers harneſs d to the car; 


Xanthus and Balius, of immortal breed, 
Sprung from the wind, and like the wind in ſpeed 


Whom the wing'd Harpy, ſwift Podar ge, bore, 


: By Zephyr pregnant on the breezy ſhore: 185 _ 
Swift Pedaſus was added to their fide, LE 


(Once great Aetion's, now Achilles' pride), 
Who, Ike in ſtrength, in ſwiftneſs, and in grace, 
A mortal courſer, match'd th? immortal race, 


Achilles ſpeeds from tent to tent, and warms . 


His hardy Myrmidons to blood and arms. 
All breathing ceath, around their chicf they land, 


A grim, terrific, formidable band: 


Grim as voracious wolves, that ſeck th ſprings, 


When ſcalding thirſt their burning bowels wrings ; 195 
When ſome tall Rag, freſh ſlaughter'd in the vod, 


Has drench'd their wide inſatiate throats with blood, 


To the black fount they ruth, a hideous throng, 


With paunch diſtended, and with lolling tongue, 
Fire fi 1s their eye, their black jaws belch the gore, 200 
And gorg'd with ſlaughter, ſtill they thirſt {or more. 
Like furious ruſh'd the Myrmidonian crew, 
Such their dread ſtrength, and ſuch their deathful view, 
High in the midſt the great Achilles ſtands, 
Directs their order, and the war commands, 205 


He, lov'd of Jove, had launch'd for llion's ſhores 
Full fifty veſiels, mann'd with filty oarsz 

Five choſen leaders the fierce bands obey, 
Himſelf ſupreme in valour, as in ſway. 


Firſt march'd Meneſtheus, of celeſtial birth, 210 
D:riv'd from thee, whoſe waters waſh the earth, 


oe. 
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Divine Sperchius! Jove deſcended flood! EG 
A mortal mother mixing witli a God, 

such was Meneitheus, but miſcall'd by fame | 
Ihe ſon ot Borus, that eſpous'd the dame, 215 
Eudorus next; whom Folymele the gay, 

Fam'd in the graceful dance, produc'd to day, 

Her fly Cellenius lov'd, on ber would gaze, 

As with fwilt itep ſhe form'd the running mazes 


To her high chamber from D:an.'s quire, 8 220 


The God purſu'd her, urg'd, and crown'd his fire. 
The fon confeſs'd his father's heav” nly race, 
And heir'd his mother's ſwiftneſs in the chace. 
Strong Echecleus, blels' J in all thoſe ch rms 


That pleas'd a God, ſucceeded to her arms; 225 


Not conſcious of thoſe loves, Ing hid from fame, ; 
With gifts of price he ſought and won the dame : : 
Her ſecret offspring to her fire ſh: bre; 
ier fire carrets'd hin with a parent's care, | 
Piſander follow'd ; matchleſs in his art 220. 


"To wing the ſpear, or aim the diſtant dart; 
No hand ſo ſure of all th' Ematian line, 
Or if a ſurer, great Patroclus! thine. 
The fourth by P. œnix' grave command was grac'd; 
Laerces? valiant offspring led the lai, - 235 
Soon as Achillzs with ſuperior care 
Had cali'd the ch'e's, and order'd all the war, 
This ſtern remembrance to his troops be gave: 
Ye far fan'd Myrmidons, ye fi:rce and brave! 
Think with what threats you dar'd the I ro in throng, 
I hink what reproach theſe ears endur'd ſo long, 241 
stern fon of P:levs,” (thus ye us'd to ſay, 
While reſt e, raging in your ſhips ye lay), 
Oh nurs'd with gali, unknowing bow to yield! 
*. Whoſe rage deſrauds us of ſo fam'd a feld. 24 
„If that dire fury muſt for ever burn, | 
© What make ye here? berturn, ye chiefs, return! As 
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Such were your words Now, warriors, grieve. o more. 


Lo there the Trojans ! bathe your {words in gore! 
This day fhall give you all your ſoul demands: 250 


Slut all your hearts! and weary all your hands! 
Thus while he rous'd the fire in ev'ry breaſt, 


Cloſe, and more cloſe, the liſt'ning cohorts preſt; 
Ranks wedg'd in ranks; of arms a ſteely riug 


Still grows, and ſpreads, and thickens round the king. 
As when a circling wall the builder forms, 256 


Of ſtrength defenſive againſt wind and ſtorms, 


Compacted ſtones the thick'ning work compoſe, 


And round him wide the riſing ſtructure grows: _ 
So helm to helm, and creſt to creſt they throng, 26 
Shield urg'd on ſhield, and man drove man along; 


Thick, undiſtinguiſh d plumes, together join'd, 


Float in one ſea, and wave before the wind. 


Far o'er the reſt, in glitt'ring pomp appear 


There bold Automedon, Patroclus here; 269 


Brothers in arms, with equal fury fir'd ; 

Two friends, two bod ies with one ſoul inſpie's. 
But mindful of the Gods Achilles went 

To the rich coffer in his ſhady tent : 


There lay on heaps his various garments roll'd, | 270 
And coſtly furs, and earpets ſtiff with gold; 


(The preſents of the ſilver - footed dame). 
From thence he took a bowl, of antique frame, 


Which never man had ſtain'd with ruddy wine, 
Nor rais'd in off rings to the pow'rs divine, 2775 


But Peleus? ſon; and Peleus? fon to none 
Had rais'd in off 'rings, but to Jove alone. 
This ting'd with ſulphur, ſacred firſt to flame, 


He purg'd; and waſh'd it in the running fiream, 


Then cleans'd his hands; and fixing for a ſpace | 2fg 


His eyes on heav'n, his feet upon the place 


Of ſacrifice, the purple draught he pour'd 
Forth in the midſt ; and thus the God implor'd. 
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O thou ſupreme ! high thron'd all height above ! 


Oh great Pelaſgic, Dodonæ in Jove! _ 285- 
Who 'midſt ſurrounding, froſts, and vapours chill, 


Preſid'ſt on bleak Dodona's vocal hill: 
( Whoſe groves, the Selli, race Alters ſurround, 


Their feet unwaſh d, their flumbers on the ground; 
Who hear, from ruſtling oaks thy dark decrees; 290 
And catch the fates, low whiſp'ring in the lo 
Hear, as of old! Thou gav'ſt, at Thetis pray'r, 


Glory to me, and to the Greeks deſpair. 


Eo, to the dangers of the fighting feld 
AI he beſt, the deareſt of my friends, L yield: 295 
Though ſtill determin'd, to my ſhips confn'd; 


Patroclus gone, I ſtay but half behind. 


Oh! be his guard thy providential care, 
Confirm his heart, and ſtring his arm to war: 
Preſs'd by his ſingle force, let Hector fee 300 
His fame in arms not owing all to me. FS 
Bot when the fleets are ſav'd from foes and fire, 
Let him with conqueſt and renown retire ; 
Preſerve his arms, preſerve his ſocial train, 
And ſafe return him to thoſe eyes again! 305 


Great Jove conſents to half the chief's requeſt, 


But heav'n's eternal doom denies the reſt ; 


To free the fleet was granted to his pray 1 


His ſafe return, the winds diſpers'd in air. 


Back to his tent the ſtern Achilles flies, 310 


And waits the combat with impatient eyes. 


Mean while the troops beneath Patroclus' care, 
Javade the Trojans, and commence the war. 
As waſps, provok'd by children in their play, 
Pour from their manſions by the broad highway, 315 


In ſwarms the guiltleſs traveller engage, 
Whet all their ſtings, and call forth all their rage: : 


All riſe in rms, aud with a gen'ral cry 


Alert their waxen domes, and buzzing progeny» 
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Thus ſrom the tents the fei vent legion ſwarms, 320: 


So loud their clamours, and fo keen their arms; 


Their riſing rage Patroclus' breath inſpires, 


Who thus inflames them with heroic fires, 
Oh warriors, partners of Achillzs' praiſe ! 


Be mindful of jour dceds in ancient days: 3823 
Four go like after let your as proclaim, 

And add new glories to his mighty name, 
Think, your 1 5 les ſees you fight: be brave, 
And humble the proud monarch whom you fave, T1 
Juoyful they heard, and kindling as he ſpoke, 330 
Flew to the fleet, involv'd in fire and ſmoke. _ 


From ſhore to ſhore the doubling ſhouts reſound, 
Ihe hollo e ſhips return a deeper found, 
The war ſtood ſtill, and all around them gaz'd, 


When great Achilles' ſhining armour blaz d: 38 
Troy ſaw, and thought the dread Achilles nigh, 


At once they ſee, they tremble, and they fly. 
Then firſt thy ſpear, divine Patroclus! flew, 


Where the war rag'd, and wh:re the tumult grew, 
Cloſe to the tern of that fam'd ſhip, which bore 340 


Unbleſs'd Proteſilaus to liion's ſhore, 
The great Pœonian, bold eee ood 
(Who led his bands from Ax'us? winding flood); 


His ſnoulder- blade receives the fatal wound; 1 8 
Tbe groaning warrior pants upon the ground. 345 


His troops, that fee their country's glory uin, 
Fly diverſe, ſcatter'd o'er the diſtant plain. 
Patroclus' arm forbids the ſpreading fires, 

And from the half burat ſhip proud Troy retires: 


Clear'd from the ſmokerthe joyful navy lies: 3350 


In heaps cn hears the foe tumultuous flies; 
Triumphant Greece her reſcu'd decks afcends, 
And loud acclaim the tarry region rends, 

So when thick clouds inwrap the mountain's head, 


Oer beav'n's cxpunſe like one black ceiling ſpread: 


— —— — - 67 — 


* . «LR e KY 
. - Ce bs LS — 
Shak . P Bm” 
— — EY M4 g - 2 — 


2 5 
1 


War” <-- 


Bock XVI. HOMERs 1 LI AD. 39 


sudden, the Thund'rer, with à flaſhing ray, 356 


Burſts throngh the darkneſs, and lets down the day: 

The hills ſhine out, the rocks in proſpect rile, 
And ſtreams, and vales, and forcſts ſtrike the yes; 15 
The ſmiling ſcene wide opens to the ſighe ? 360 
And all th unmeaſur'd æther flames wich light. 


But Troy repuls'd, and ſcatter'd o'er the plains, 


Forc'd from the navy, yet the fight maintains. 
Now ev'ry Greek ſome hoſtile hero ſlew ; 
But (till the foremoſt, bold Patroclus pate CRT 365 


As Areilycus had turn'd him round, 


Sharp in his thigh he felt the pi-reing wound; 
The brazen pointed ſpear, with vigour thrown, 


The thigh transfix d, and broke the brittle bone: 


Headlong he fell. Next, Thos, was thy chance, 370 
_ Thy breaſt, unarm'd, receiv'd the Spartan {Nees 


Phylides? dart (as Ampbielüs drew nigh) 


His blow prevented, and tranſpierc'd his thigh, 
Tore all the brawn, and rent the nerves away; 
In darkneſs, and in death the warrior lay. 375 


In equal arms two ſons of Neſtor ſtand, 
And two bold brothers of the Lycian band : 
By great Antilochus, Atymnius dies, 


Pierc'd in the flank, lamented youth ! he lies, Ep 
Kind Maris, bieeding in his brother's wound, 380 
Deſends the breathleſs carcaſe on the ground, 
Furious he flies, his murd'rer to engage; 
But godlike Thraſimed prevents his rage, 


Between his arm and ſhoulder aims a blow; 


His arm falls ſpouting to the duſt below: 3 
He finks, with cudleſs darkneſs cover'd o'er; 


And vents his ſoul, effugd with puſhing gore. 

Slain by two brothers, thus two brothers bleed, 
Sar pedon's friends, Amiſodarus' ſeed ; 
Amiſodarus, who, by furies led, 399 
The bane of men, abhorr'd Climzra bred; 
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skill'd in the dart in vain, his ſons expire, 
And pay the forfeit of their guilty fire, 
| Stopp'd in the tumult Cleobulus lies, 


Beneath Oileus' arm, a living prize; 97 


A living prize not long the Trojan ſtooddd. 
The thirſty faulchion drank his reeking blood ; a 
Plung d in his throat the ſmoaking weapon liess f 


Black death, and fate unpitying, ſeal his eyes. 


Amid the ranks, with mutual thirſt of fame, goo 


Lycon the brave, and fierce Peneleus came: 
In vain their jav'lins at each other flew, | 
Now, met in arms, their eager {words they drew, 
On the plum'd creſt of his Boeotian foes, 


The daring Lycon aim'd a noble blow: 5 405 


The ſword broke ſhort; but his Peneleus ſped 
Full on the juncture of the neck and head: 
The head, divided by a ſtroke ſo juſt, 
Hung by the ſkin: the body ſunk to duſt, 


OCi''ertaken Neamas by Merion. bleeds, 410. 
Pierc'd through the ſhoulder as he mounts bis Reeds; = 


Back from the car he tumbles to the ground: 
His ſwimming eyes eternal ſhades ſurround, 
Next Erymas was doom'd his fate to feel, 


His open'd mouth receiv'd the Cretan ſteel: 41 5 


Beneath the brain the point a paſſage tore, 


Craſh'd the thin bones, and crown'd the teeth in gore”? >. 


His mouth, his ezes, his noſtriis pour a flood ; 
| He fovs his ſoul cut in a guſh of blood, 


As when the flocks negle&:d by the ſwain 420 


(Or kids, or iambs) lies ſcatter d o'er the plain, 
A troop of wolves th' unguarded charge ſurvey, 
And rend the trembling, unreſiſting prey: 
Thus on the foe the Greeks impetuous came: 


Troy fled, unmindful of her former fame, 425 


Zut ſtill at Hector godlike Ajax aim'd, 
Still pointed. at his breaſt, his n flam' d: 
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The Trojan chief, experienc'd in the field, 


'  O'er his broad ſhoulders ſpread the maſſy ſhield, 
Obſerv'd the ſtorm of darts the Grecians pour, 430 
And on his buckler caught the ringing ſhow'r. 
He ſees for Greece the ſcale of conquelt riſe, 


Yet ſtops, and turns, and ſaves his lov'd allies, 
As when the hand of Jove a tempeſt forms, 


And rolls the cloud to blacken heav'n with ſtorms, 335 
Dark o' er the fields th'aſcending vapour flies, 

And ſhades the ſun, and blots the golden ſkies: 
So from the ſhips along the duſky plain, 


Dire Flight and Terror drove the Trojan train, 


Ev'n Hector fled; through heaps of diſarray 440 
The fiery courſers forc'd their lord away: | 
While far behind his Trojans fall confus'd ; 
Wedg'd i in the trench, in one vaſt carnage bruis d: 


Chariots on chariots roll; the claſhing ſpokes _ 


Shock; while the madding ſteeds break ſhort their 


1 e 445 
In vain they labour up the ſteepy mound; 


Their charioteers lie foaming on the a 


Fierce on the rear, with ſhouts, Patroclus flies; 
Tumultuous clamour fills the fields and ſkies; ” 
Thick drifts of duſt involve their rapid flight; 450 
Clouds riſe on clouds, and heav'n is ſnatch'd from ſight, 
Th' affrighted ſteeds, their dying lords caſt down, 


Scour o'er the fields, and ſtretch to reach the town, 


Loud o'er the rout was heard the victor's cry, 
Where the war bleeds, and Where the thickeſt die, 455 


Where horſe and arms, and chariots lie o'erthrown, 
And bleeding heroes under axtes >roan, 


No ſtop, no pc WI the Reeds of peleus knew; 


From bank to bank th' immortal courſers flew, 


i” High-bounding o'er the foſſe: the whirling car 460 


Smokes through the ranks, o ertakes the flying war, 
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92 HOME R's ILIA D. 
And thunders aſter Hector; Hector flies, 
Patroclus ſhakes his lance; but fate denies, 


| Book * . R 


Not with leſs noiſe, with leſs impetunus force, 
Ihe tide of Trojans urge their deſp'rate n 465 


Than when in autumn Jove with fury pours, 


And earth is loaden with inceſſant ſnow'rs, 
(ben guilty mortals break th' eternal laws, 
Or judges brib'd betray the righteous cauſe); D 
From their deep beds he b'ds the rivers riſe, 470 
And opens all the flood gates of the ſkies: 


Th' impetuous torrents from their hills obey, 


Whole fields are drowu'd and mountains ſwept awayz 
Loud roars the deluge till it gets the main; 
And trembling man ſes all his labours vain, 475 


And now the chief (the foremoſt troops repell'd) 


Back to the ſhips bis deſtin'd progreſs held, 

Bore down half Troy in his reſiſtleſs way, 

And forc'd the routed ranks to ſtand the day. 
Between the ſpace where ſilver Simois lows, 430 


Where lay the fleets, and where the rampires roſe, 


All grim in duſt and blood, Patroclus ſtands, 


And turns the flavghter on the conqu'ring bands, 
Firſt Pronous dy d beneath his fiery dart, 


Which pierc'd below the ſhield his valiant heart, 485 


Theſtor was next; who ſaw the chief appear, 


And fell the victim of his coward fear; 


Shrunk up he ſat, with wild and haggerd eye, 
Nor ſtood to combat, nor had ſorce to fly: 


Patroclus mark'd him as he ſnunn'd the war, 490 
And with unmanly tremblings ſhock the car, | 
And dropt the flowing reins, Him *twixt the jaws 


The jav'lin ſticks, and from the chariot draws, 


As on a rock that overhangs the main, 
An angler, ſtudious of the line and cane, 495. 


Some mighty fiſh draws panting to the ſhore z 
Net with leſs eaſe the bar bed jav'lin bore 


11 
17 
„ 
5 F 
7 


ſ 

Fa 

; ; 
\ 


Book XVI. HOMERS 1 L IAD. 
Ihe gaping daſtard : as the ſpear was ſhook, 
He fell, and life his heartleſs breaſt forſook, 


Large as a rock, was by his fury thrown ? 


Oh ſtain to hononr ! oh diſgrace to arms! 
Forſake, inglorious, the contended plain; 


Next on Erylus he flies; a ſtone 100 


Full on his crown the pond'rous fragment fle w, 


And burſt the helm, and cleft the head in two: 
Prone to the ground the breathleſs warrior fell, 


And death involv'd him with the ſhades of hell, 


505 
Then low in duſt Epaltes, Echius lie; = 


Ipheas, Evippus, Polymelus, die 
Amphoterus, and Erymas ſucceed - 
And laſt Tlepolenms and Pyres bleed. 
| Where e'er he moves, the growing {laughter ſpread 


In heaps on heaps; a monument of dead, 511 
When now Sarpedon h's brave friends beheld 


_ Grov'ling in duſt, and gaſping on the field, 


With this reproach his flying hoſt he warms, _ 
* 
This hand, unaided, ſhall the war ſuſtain: 


The taſk be mine, this hero's ſtrength to try, 
Who mows whole troops, and makes an army fy. 


Ae ſpake; and ſpeaking, leaps from off the ors 520 
Patroeclus lights, and ſternly waits the war. 


As when two vultures on the mountain's height 


'Stoop with reſounding pinions to the fight; 

They cuff, they tear, they raiſe a ſcreaming cry : 
The deſart echoes, and the rocks reply: 525 
The warriors thus oppos'd in arms, engage 
With equal clamours, and with equal rage. 


Jove view'd the combat: whoſe event foreſeen, 


He thus beſpoke his ſiſter and his queen. | 
The hour draws on; the deſtinies ordain, 330 


My god! ike fon {hall preſs the Phrygian plain: 
Already on the verge of death he ſtands, 


His life 1 is ow'd to o fierce Patroclus' hands, 


Say, ſhall I ſnatch him from impending fate, 537 | 


„„ EFOMERs ILIAD. Book XI. 


What paſſions in a parent's breaſt debate! 


Apd ſend him ſafe to Lycia, diſtant far 


From all the dangers and the toils of war; 


What words are theſe ? O ſovyreign of the lies! 5 


Or to his doom my brave ſt offspring yield, 
And ſatten with celeſtial blood, the field ? 
Then thus the Goddeſs with the radiant eyes: 540 


Shall Jove, for one, extend the narrow ſpan, 


Short is the date-preſcrib'd to mortal man; 5 


Whoſe bounds were fix'd before his race began? 9 
Ho many ſons of Gods, foredoom'd to death, 545 


Before proud Ilion, muſt reſign their breath! 
Were thine exempt, debate would riſe above, 
And murm'ring pow'rs condemn their partial Jove. 
Give the bold chief a glorious fate in fight; 


And when th' aſcending ſoul has wing'd her fl. ght, 550 


Let sleep and Death convey, by thy command, 
The breathleſs body to his native land. 


His friends and people, to his future praiſe, 


A marble tomb and pyramid ſhall raiſe, 


And laſting honours to his aſhes give? 555 5 


His fame (tis all the dead can have) ſhall live. 
She ſaid; the cloud-compeller overcome, 


Aſſents to fate: and ratifies the doom. 


Then, touch'd with grief, the weeping heav'ns JAIN : 
560 


A ſhow'r of blood o'er all the fatal field; 
The God, his eyes averting from the Nals, 
Laments his ſon, predeſtin'd to be ſlain, 5 
Far from the Lycian ſhores, his happy native reign. - 

Now met in arms, the combatants appear, 


Each heav'd the ſhield, -and pois'd the lifted ſpear; | 
From ſtrong Patroclus' hand the jav'lin fled, 66 


And paſs'd the groin of valiant Thraſymed; 
The nerves unbrac'd, no more his bulk ſuſtain, 


He falls, and falling bites the bloody plain. 


Book XVI. HOMER TL IAD.- : 55 
Two ſounding darts the Lycian leader threw, $70 
The firit aloof with erring fury flew, 
The next tranſpierc'd Achilles? mortal ſteed, 
The gen'rous Pedaſus, of Theban breed; 
|; Fix'din the ſhoulder's joint, he reel'd around | 
nn Roll'd in the bloody. cult, and paw d the lippiry 
BR ground. 575 
is ſudden fall th entangled harnef broke; ; 
Each axle crackled, and the chariot ſhook : 
When bold Automedon, to diſengage 
The ſtarting courſers, and reſtrain their rage, f 
PDPDivides the traces with his ſword, and freed 580 
3 THY incumber'd chariot fron the dying ſteed: 
Phe reſt move en, obedient to the rein; 
Tͤ!he car rolls ſlowly o'er the duſty plain. 
The tow'ring chiefs to fiercer fight advance, 
And firſt Sarpedon whirl'd his wei zhty lance, 587 
Which o'er the warriors ſhoulder took its courſe, Hs 
Aud ſpent in empty air its dying force. 135 
Not fo Patroclus' never erring dart; 5 
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A im'd at his breaſt, it pierc'd the mortal part, 
| Where the ſtrong fibres bind the ſolid heart, 590 
Then, as the mountain oak, or poplar tall, 
Or pine (fit maſt for ſome great admiral), 
Nods to the axe, till with a groaning ſound 
It finks, and ſpreads its honours on the ground: 
Thus ſell the king: and laid on earth ſupine, $595 
Before his chariot ſtretch'd his form divine: 
He graſp'd the duſt diſtain'd with ſtreaming gore, 
And pale in death, lay groaning on the ſhore. 
So lies a bull beneath the lion's paws, 
While the grim ſavage grinds with foamy j jaws oc 
The trembling limbs, and ſucks the ſmoaking blood; 
Deep groans, and hollow roars rebellow thro' the wood, . 
Then to the leader of the Lycian band 
The dying chief addreſs'd his laſt command. 
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Glaucus, be bold; thy taſk be firſt to dare 625 
The glorious dangers of deſtructive war, 

To lead my troops, to combat at their head, 
Incite the living, and ſupply the dead, 
Tell 'em, I charg'd them with my lateſt breath, a 


Not unreveng'd to bear Sarpedon's death, 610 


What grief, what ſhame muſt Glaucus undergo, 
If cheſe ſpoil'd arms adora a Grecian foe? 
Jhen as a friend, and as a warrior, fight; 
Defend my body, conquer in my right: 


That, taught by great examples, all may try 615 | 


Like thee to vanquilh, or like me to die, 

| He ceas'd; the fates ſuppreſs'd his lab'ring breath, 
And his eyes darken'd with the ſhades of death. 
Th' inſulting victor with diſdain befkrode 


The proſtrate prince, and on his boſom trol; 620 


Then drew the weapon from his panting heart, 
The reeking fibres clinging to the dart; 
From the wide wound guſh'd out a 1 of blood, 

And the ſoul iſſu'd in the purple flood. 


His flying ſteeds the Myrmi dons detain, Fo 5 


Unguided now, their mighty maſter ſlain, 
All impotent of aid, transfix'd with grief, 
Unhappy Glancus heard the dying chief, 
His painful arm, yet uſeleſs with the ſmart 
Inflited late by Teucer's deadly dart, 630 
Supported on his better hand he ſtay'd 
To Phœbus then ('twas all he could) he pray d. 
1 ſeeing monarch ! whether Lycia's coaſt, 
Or ſacred Ilion, thy bright preſence boaſt, 


Pov rful alike to eaſe the wretch's ſmart : 635 


Oh hear me! God of ev ry healing art! 

Lo! ſtiff with clotted blood, and pierc'd with pain, 
That thrills my arm, and ſhoots through ev'ry vein ; 
I ſtand unable to ſuſtain the ſpear, 

And gh, at diſtance from the glorious war, 640 
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Low in the duſtis gieit Sarpedon laid, 


Nor Jove vouchſat'd his hapleſs offspring aid. 
But thou, O God of health ! thy ſuccour lend, 


Toguard the relics of my ſlaughter'd friend, 


For thou, though diſtant, canſt reſtore my might, 645 
To head my Ly eians, and ſupport the fight. 
apollo heard; and ſuppliant as he ſtood, 
His heav'nly hand reſtrain'd the flux of blood: 


Ile drew the dolours from the wounded part, 


And breath'd a ſpirit in his riſing heart. 60 
Renew'd by art divine, the hero ſtands, 
And owns tl ailiſtance of immortal hands. 
Firſt to the fight his native troops he warns, 


Then loudly calls on Troy's vindictive arms; 


With ample ſtrides he ſtalks from place to place; 3 655 
Now fires Agenor, now Polydamas 


 Kneas next, and Hector he accoſts ; 
Inflaming thus the rage of all PR, hols, 


What thoughts, regarels eſs chief! thy breaſt 
employ ? 


' Oh too forgettul of the friends of Troy! 63 


Thoſe gen rous friends, who, from their country fac, 
Breathe their brave ſouls out in another's war, 
See! where in duſt the great Sarpedon lies, 


In action valiant, and in council wile, 
Who guarded right, and kept his p:ople free; 665 


| 3 
To all his Lycians Joſt, and loit co thee ! 


$:retch'd by Patroclus? arm on yonder plains, 
Oh ſave from hoſtile rage his lov'd remains: 


Ah let not Greece his conquer'd trophies boaſt, 
Nor on his corſe revenge ker heroes loſt, 670 
He ſpoke; each leader in his grief pirtook, 
Troy, at the loſs, through all her legions ſhook, 
Transfix'd with deep regret, they view o'erthrown 


At once his country? piliar, and their own; 


Vou, Il, E 
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A chief who led to Troy's beleaguer'd wall 675 


3 
A hot of heroes, and outſhin'd them all, 


Fir'd they ruth on; firſt Hector ſeeks the foes, 
And with ſuperior vengeance greatly glows, _ 
But o'er the dead the fierce Patroclus ſtands, 


| And rouſing Ajax, rons'd the lining PN | 90 : 


Heroes, be men ! be what you were before ; 
Or weigh the great occaſion, and be more, 
The chief who taught our lofty walls to yield, | 
Lies pale in death, extended on the field, 


To guard his body Troy in numbers flies; 635 


*Tis half the glory to maintain our prize. 


Haſte, ſtrip his arms, the laughter round him ſpread, 


And ſend the living Lycians to the dead, 
The heroes kindle at his fierce command; 


The martial ſquadrons cloſe on either hand: | 69 A 5 


Here Troy and Lycia charge with loud alarms, 
ITheſſalia there, and Greece, oppoſe their arms. 
With horrid ſhouts they circle round the ſlain; 
The claſh of armour rings ver all the plain. 


Great Jove, to ſwell the horrors of the fight, C95 


O'er t e fierce armies pours pernicious Night, 
And round his ſon confounds the warring hoſts, 
His fate ennobling with a croud of ghoſts, 

Now Greece gives way, and great Epigeus falls ; 
Agacleus' ſon, from Budium's lofty walls: 700 
W ho chas'd ſor murder thence, a ſuppliant ca me 
To Peleus, and the ſilver footed dame; 

Now ſent to Troy, Achilles' arms to is, 
He pays due vengeance to his kinſman's ſhade. 


Soon as his luckleſs hand had touch'd the dead, 795 


A rock's large fragment thunder'd on his head; 

Hurb'd by HeQorean force, it cleft in twain 

His ſhatter'd helm, and ſtretch'd him over the lain. 
Fierce to the van of fight Patroclus came; 


And, like an eagle darting at his game, 710 


4 
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Sprung on the Trojan and the Lycian band: 


With conqu'ring ſhouts the Trojans ſhake the plain, 


On Ida's holy hill he made abode, 


What grief thy heart, what fury urg'd thy hand, 


Oh gen'rous Greek! when with full vigour thrown 


At Sthenelaus flew the weighty fone, | 
Which funk him to the dead; when Troy, too near 
That arm, drew back : and Hector learn'd to fear R 


For as an able hand a lance can throw, 717 
Or at the liſts, or at the fighting foe; 


so far the Trojans from their 5 cetic d; 
Till Glaucus turning, all the reſt W 
Then Bathycleus fell beneath his rage, 


720 


The only hope of Chalcon's trembling age: 


Wide ofer the land was ſtretch'd his large e 


With ſtately ſeats, and riches, bleſs'd in vain: 
Him, bold with youth, and eager to purſue 72 4 
The fl; ing Lycians, Glaucus met, and ſl Ww; 


Pierc'd through the boſoin with a ſudden wound, 
se fell, and falling, made the fields reſound, 


Ti” Achaians ſorrow for their hero ſlain; 729 
And croud to ſpoil the dead: the Greeks oppoſe; 
An iron circle round the carcaſe grows. 

Then brave Laogonus reſign'd his breath, 
Diſpatch'd by Merton to the ſhades of death : 
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The prieſt of Jove, and honour'd like his God. 
Between the jaw and ear the jav'lin went; 
The ſoul, exhaling, iſſu'd at the vent. 


His ſpear Æneas at the victor threw, 


Who Rooping forward fromthe death withdrew ; 749 
The lance hiſs'd harmleſs o'er his covering thi eld, 
And trembling fttuck, and rooted in the field; 
There yet ſcarce ſpent, it quivers on the lain; 
Sent by the great Xnzas' arm in vain. 

Swift as thou art, {the raging hero cries), 

And {kill di in dancing to diſpute che Prizes 


2 


* < « 
— TER — 
+ l 
- * Aw * 
— 
: . — 
- I; 004 dd wreaths wt oa oe 


* mw « 3 * 
PP 


BM 2 eo” 2 


100 HOMER ILIA . Book XVI 


My ſear, the deſtin'd paſſage had it found, 
Had fix'd thy active vigour to the ground. 
Oh valiant leader of the Dardan hot ! 


(Iaſulted Merion thus retorts the boaſt), 5 750 1 


Strong as you are, *tis mortal force you truſt, 


An arm as ſtrong may ftretch thee in the duſt. 

And if to this my lance thy fate be giv'n, : 
Vain are thy vaunts; ſucceſs is (till from heav'n : 
This, inſtant, ſends thee down to Plato's coalt, 753 


Mine is the glory, his thy parting ghoſt, 
O friend, (Menœ ius' ſon, this anſwer gave), 


With words to combat, ill befits the brave; 

Not empty boaſts the ſons of Troy repell, 
Your ſwords muſt plunge them to the ſhades of hell. 
To ſpeak, beſeems the council; but to dare 761 


In glorious action, is the taſk of war. 
This ſaid, Patroclus to the battle flies; 
Great Merion follows, and new ſhouts ariſe: 
Shields, helmets rattle, as the warriors cloſe; 763 
And thick and heavy ſounds the ſtorm of blows: 
As through the ſhrilling vale, or mountain ground, 
The labours of the woodman's axe reſound ; 


Blows foHowing blows are heard re-echoing wide, 


While crackling foreſts fall on ev'ry ſidez #770 


Thus echo'd all the fields with loud alarms, 


So fell the warriors, and ſo rung their arms. 
Now great Sarpedon, on the ſandy ſhore, 

His heav'nly form defac'd with duſt and gore, 

And ſtruck with darts by warring heroes ſhed, 775 
Lies undiſt inguiſh'd from the vulgar dead. 
His long diſputed corſe the chiefs incloſe, 

On ev'ry ſide the buſy combat grows; 

Thick as beneath ſome ſh: pherd's thatch'd abode, 
(The pails high ſonming with a milky flood), 780 
' he buzzing flies, a perſevering train, 
Inceſlant tv arm, and chas d return again. 5 


Nor unattended, fee the fhades below, 
Then Hector's mind he fills with dire diſmay 
He mounts his car, and calls his hoſts away, 
Sunk with Troy's heavy fates, he ſces decline 
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Jove view'd the combat with a ſtern urvey, 
"And eyes that fliſu'd intolerable day. 


Fix d on the field his fight, his breab d:zbates 785 


7 
The vengeance due, au mevitites the ſates; 


Whether to urge their prox pt effect, and call 
The force of He&or to Patroclus' fall, | 


This ialtant ſce his ſhort-liv'd tropuies won, 


And ſtretch him breathleſs on his Gaughter'd fon : 799 


Or yet, with many a ſoul's untimely flight, 
Augment the fame and horror of the fight. 
To crown Achilles'“ valiant friend with Pralle 


At At length he dooms; and that his laſt of days 


Shall ſet in glory; bids him drive the fo; 795 


The ſcales of Jove, and pants with awe divine. do 
Then, nor before, the hardy Lycians fled, _ 


| And left their monarch with the common dead: 
Around, in heaps on hea ps, a dreadful wall 


of carnage riſes, as the heroes fall. 
(So Jove decreed !) At length the Greeks obtain 805 | 
The prize conteſted, and deſpoil the fun, 


The radiant arms are by Patroclus born, 


Patroclus' ſhips the glorious ſpoils adorn, 
Then thus to Phoebus, in the realms above, 
Spoke from his taron? the cloud-compeiling Jove. 
eſcend, my Phœbus ! on the Phrygian plain, 811 


And from the fight convey Sarpedon ſlain 


Then bathe his body in the cryſtal flood, 
With duſt diſhono ur'd, and d form'd with blood: 


Ober all his limbs ambroſial odours ſhed, 815 


And with celeitial robes adorn the dead, 


Toole rites diſcharg'd, his e corſe bequeath 


To the ſcft arms of Glen! eep and Dzath : 
8 3 | 
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What honours mortals after death receive, 


Adrefius firſt; Autonous then ſucceeds; 
_ Echlecus follows; next young Megas bleeds 
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They to his friends the mournful charge ſhall bear, 
His friends a tomb and pyramid th il] rear; 820 
Thoſe unavailing honours we may give! 

Apollo bows, and from mount Ida's height, 


Swift to the field precipitates his flight : 


Thence from the war the breathleſs hero bore, 825 
Veil'd in a cloud, to ſilver Simois? ſhore . 8 


There bath'd his honourable wounds, ind dreſt 
His manly members in th' immortal veſt ; 


Ard with perſu nes of ſweet ambroſial dews, 
Reftores his freſhneſs, and his form renews. 820 
Then Sleep and Death, two twins of winged race, 
Of matchleſs ſwiftneſs, but of ſilent pace, 

Receiv'd Sarpedon, at the God's command, 


And in a moment reach'd the Lycian land; 


The corſe amidſt his weeping friends he ld, 835 

Where endleſs honours wait the ſacred ſhade, OO, 
_ Meanwhile Patroclus pours along the plains, 
With foaming couriers, and with looſen'd reins, 


Fierce on the Trojin and the Lycian crew, 


Ah blind to fate; thy headlong fury few 840 
Againſt what Fire and pow'rful Jove ordain, 


Vain was thy friend's command, thy courage vain, 
| For he, the God, whoſe counſels uncontroll'd 


Diſmay the mighty, and confound the bcld; | 
The God, who gives, reſumes, and orders all, 845 
Be urg'd thee on, and urg'd thee on to fall. 
Who firſt, brave hero ! by that arm was lain, 
ho laſt beneath thy vengeance preſs d the plain; 1 


hen heav'n itſelf thy fatal fury led, 


And call'd to fill the number of the dead : 850 


<A Menalippus, bite the ground; 
The Givghter Elaſus and Mulius crown d: 
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Then ſunk Pylartes to eternal night; 


2 
1 


The reli W truſt their fetes to fly Zut. 


Now Trey had foop'd beneath his datebleſs pow'r, 


But flaming Puœbus kept the ſacred tow'r. 
Thrice at the ba:tlements Patroclus irook, -- -- 
His blazing ægis thrice Apollo hook: 869 

He try'd the fourth: when, buriting from the cloud, 

A more than mortal voice W 45S heard. aloud, 


Patroclus! ceaſe ; this heav'n deſended wall 


Defies thy lance not fated yet to fal: 
Thy friend, thy Kron ter far, it {hall withſtand, 9865 


Troy ſhall 5 ſtoop ev'n to Achilles? hand. 
So ſpoke the God, who darts celenial fires 


The Greek o obeys him, and with awe retires. 


While Hector checking at the Scan gates 
His panting courſers, in his breaſt debates, 870 


or in the field his forces to employ, 
Or draw the troops within the walls of Troy 
Thus while he thought, beſide him Phœbus ſtood, 


In Aſius' ſhape, who reign'd by Sangar's flood ; 


(Thy brother, Hecuba ! from Dymas ſprung, 873 
A valiant warricr, haughty, bold, and 5 
Thus he accoſts him. What a ſhameſul ſight! 


Gods! is it Hector that forbears the light? 

Were thine my vigour, this ſucceſsful ſpear 3 
Should ſoon convince thee of ſo falſe a fear. 880 
Turn thee, ah turn thee to the field of fame, 

And in Patroclus' blood efface thy ſhame, 

Perhaps Apollo ſhall thy arms ſucceed, 


And heav'n ordains him by thy lance to bleed, 


So ſpoke th' inſpiring God; then took his flight, 
And plung'd amidſt the tumult of the fight, 886 
He bids Cebrion drive the rapid car; | 
The laſh reſcunds, the courſers rob to war. 

The God the Grecizns ſinking {ou's depreſt, 


And pour'd ſwift ſpirits thro ugh each Tee jan breaſt 
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Tatroclus lights, impatient for the fight; 891 


A ſpear his leſt, a ſtone employs his r ght: 
With all his nerves he drives it at the foe; 
Pointed above, and rough and groſs below: 


1 he falling ruin cruſh'd ebrion s head, 895 


(The lawleſs offspring of king Priam's bed) f 
His front, brows, eyes, one undiſtiaguifh'd wound: 
The burſting balls drop ſightleſs to the ground, 


Ine charioteer, while yet he held the rein, 5 
Struck from the car, falls headlong on the plain, yoo | 
To the dark ſhades the ſoul unwilling glides, 


While the proud victor thus his fall d 
Good hcav'ns! what active feats yon artiſt ſhows.? 4 
What ſkilful divers are our Phrygian toes! 


Mark with what eaſe they fink into the ſand! x 905 


Pity! that ll their practice is by land. 

Then ruſhing ſudden on his proſtrate prize, 
To ſpoil the carcaſe fierce Patroclus flies, 
Swift as a lion, terrible and bold, 


That ſweeps the fields, depopulates the fold; 910 
Pierc'd through tlie dauntleſs heart, then tumbles lain; 
And from his fatal courage finds his bane, 
At once bold Hector lea ping from his car, 


Defends the body, and provokes the war, 
Thus for ſome ſliughter?d hind, with equal rage, 915 
TWO lordly rulers of the wood engage; 

Stung with fierce hunger, each the prey invades, 


And echoing roars rebellow through the ſhades, 


Stern Hector faſtens on the warrior's head, 


| And by the foot Patroclus drags the dead, | 920 


While all around, confuſion, rage, and fright 
Mix the contending hoſts in mortal fight. 
So pent by hills, the wild winds roar aloud 


In the deep boſom of ſome gloomy wood ; 


Leaves, arms, and trees aloft in air are blown, 925 
The broad oaks crackle, and the ſylvans groan z 
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This way and that, the rattling thicket bends, 


And the whole foreſt in one craſh deſcends, 
Not with lefs noiſe, with leſs tumultuous rage, 
In dreadful ſhock the mingled hoſts engage. 930 
Darts ſhow'r'd on darts, now round the carcaſe ring; 
Nov flights of arrows bounding from the ſtring: 
Stones follow ſtones; ſome clatter on the fields, 
Some hard, and heavy, ſhake the ſounding ſhields, 
But where the rifing whirlwind clouds the plains, 3 
Suns in ſoft duſt the mighty chief remains, 505 
And ſtretch'd in death, forgets the guiding reins: 


Now flaming from the zenith, Sol had driv'n 


His fervid orb through half the vault of heav'n; 
While on each hoſt with equal te:opett fell 940 


The ſhow'ring darts, and numbers ſunk to hell. 


But when his ev'ning- wheels o'erhung the main, 
Glad conqueſt reſted on the Grecian train, 
Then from amidſt the tumult and alarms, 
They draw the conquer'd corte, and radiant arms, 945. 


Then raſh Patroclus with new fury glows, 


And breathing ſlaughter, pours amid the foes. 


Thrice on the preſs like Mars himſelf he flew, | 
And thrice three heroes at each onſet flew. 


There ends thy glory! there the fates untwine 950 
The laſt, black remnant of ſo bright a line; | 


Apollo dreadful ſtops thy middle way 


Death calls, and heav'n allows no longer day! 


For lo! the God in duſky clouds enthrin'd, 


Approaching dealt a ſtagg'ring blow behind, 958 
The weighty ſhock his neck and ſhoulders feel; 


His eyes flaſh ſparkles, his ſtunn'd ſenſes reel 
In giddy darkneſs: far to diſtance flung, 


His bounded helmet on the champaivn rung, 
Achilles' plume is ſtain'd with duſt and gore; 960 
That plume, which never ſtoop'd to earth before; 
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Long us'd, untouch'd, in fighting fields to ſhine, 
And ſhed the temples of the man divine, 
Tove dooms it now on Hector's helm to nod; 


Not long for fate parſurs him, and the God, 965 
His Pear in ſhivers falls: bis ample ſhield 


Drops irom his arm; his baldric rows the field: 
The corſclet his aſtoniſh'd breaſt forſakes: 
Looſe is each joint; each nerve with horror ſhakes, 
Stupid he ſtares, and all- zſſiſtleſs tands: 970 
Such is the force of more than mortal hands! 
A Dardan youth there was, well known to fame: 
From Panthus ſprung, Euphorbus was his name; | 
Famed ſor the manage of the foaming horſe, 
_ Skill'd in the dart, and matchleſs in the courſe, 975 
_ Fall twenty knights he tumbled trom the car, 7 
While yet he learn'd his rudiments of war, 
His vent'rous ſpear firſt drew the hero's gore: 
| He ſtruck, he wounded, but he durſt no more; 
Nor though diſarm'd, Patroclus' fury ſtood: = 


Nat ſwift withdrew the long-protended wood, 

And turn'd him ſhort, and herded in the croud 
Thus, by an arm divine, and mortal ſpear, 
Wounded at once, Patroclus yields to fear, 

Retires for ſuccour to his ſocial train, 985 
And flies the fate, which heav'n decreed, in vain, 
Stern Hector, as the bleeding chief he views, 
Breaks through the ranks, and his retreat purſues : 
The lance arreſts him with a mortal wound; | 
e falls, earth thunders, and his arms reſound, 990 
With him all Greece was ſunk; that moment al! 
Her yet-ſurviving heroes ſeem'd to fall, 

So ſcorch'd with heat, along the deſart ſhore, 
The roaming lion meets a briſtly boar, | 
Faſt by the ſpring ; they both diſpute the flood, O95. 
With flaming eyes, and jaws beſmear'd with blood; 
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Witheut the bloody arms of Hector dead. 
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At length the ſov'reign ſavage wins the ſtriſe, 


And ts torn boar reſigns his thirſt and life, 


Patrocius thus, ſo many chiefs oferthrawy, 


So many lives effus'd, expires his own, 1000 
As dying now at Hector's feet he lies | 
He ſtcruly views him, and triumphing cries: 
Lie there, Patroclus ! and with the, the joy 
Thy pride once promis' 4, of ſubverting Troy; 
The fancy 'd ſcenes of Ilion wrapt in flames, 1c; 


And thy toft pleaſures ſerv'd with captive dames ! 


Unthinking man! I tought, thoſetow'rs to free, 
And guard that beauteous race from lords like thee; 
But thou a prey to vultures ſhalt be made; 

Thy own Achilles cannot lend the aid; 1010 
Though much at parting that great chief might lays 
And much injciu thee, this in ;POriant day. 


6 Return not, my brave friend, (perhaps he ſaid), 


He ſpoke, Patroclus march'd, and thus he ſped; 1015 
Sup ine, and wildly gazing on the ſkies, | 
kt faint. EXP! [ring grief, the chief replies. 
ain boaſter! cea le, and know the pow'rs divine; 


or s and Apolio's is this deed, not thine; 

To he av'n 15-ow'd whate'er your own you cail, 1020 
And heav'n itſelf difarm'd me er- my fall. 
Had twenty mortais each thy match in migbt, 


Oppos'd m- fairly, t Wey had ſunk in fight: 
By fate end P. &@:us-was I fird oerthrown, 


Euphorbus next ; the third mean part thy own, 1923 


But thor, imperious! hear my lateſt breath; 
The Gods in pire it, and it ſounds thy death. 


Inſulting man, thou ſhalt bz fon, as I; 


Black fate hangs o'er thee, and thy bo2r draws nigh ; : 
Even now on life's laſt verge I-ſee thee ſtand, 1030 


1 {ze thee fall, 1 bf Achilles' hand. 
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He faints; the ſoul unwilling wings her way, 

(The beauteous body left a load of clay), 

Flits to the lone, uncomfortable coaſt; 


A naked, wand'ring, melancholy ghoſt! 1035 


Then Hector pauſimg, as his eyes he fed 

On the pale carcaſe, thus addreſs'd the dead. 
From whence this boding ſpeech, the ſtern decree 
O death denounc'd, or why denounc'd to me? 


Why not as well Achilles' fate be giv'n 1040 


To Hector's lance ? Who knows the will of heav'n ? 
Penſive he ſaid; then preſſing as he lay 
His breathleſs W tore the lance away; 


And upwards caſt the corpſe: the reeking ſpear 


He ſhakes, and charges the bold charioteer, 1043 


But ſwift Automedon with looſen'd reins 
Rapt in the chariot o'er the diſtant plains, 
Far from his rage th' immortal courſers drove 
Th: immortal courſers were che — of Jove. 
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THE ARGUMENT... -: 1 
-* 


© Theſeventh battle, for the body of Patroclus: the acts 9 
Eo | | „ ok Menelaus. | | = 


Menelaus, upon the death of Patroclus, defends his Bo- 
ay from the enemy: Euphorbus, who attempts it, i; 
Hain. Hector advancing, Menelaus retires ; but oon 
returns with Ajax, and drive: him off, This Glau- 
cus objedts to Hector as a flight, who thereupon puts 
on the armour he had won from Pairoclus, and re- 
news the batile, The Greeks give away, till Ajax ral- 
lies them : & neas ſuſtains the I rejans. Æneas and 


v1 
Hector attempt the chariot of Achilles, which is born | 4 
off by Automeden. The horſes of Achilles depicre the 1 
loſs of Patroclus: Jupiter covers his body with a f 4 
thick darkneſs : the noble prayer of Ajax on that [1 
occaſion. Menelaus fends anilcs/ us ts Achilles, | C 
with the news of Patreclus' death. then returrs to (4 
"obs fight, where, though attacked , th2 utmoſ} 14 


fury, he and Meriones, aſſi/ied by the Ajaxes, bear 
off the body to the ſhips, | 
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The time i the evening of the eight and twentieth da 
The ſes ne hes iu the feld before Troy. 


N the cold earth FE Patroclus ſprea 4. 


Lies pierc'd with wounds among the vulgar dead: 


Great NMencl. ius, touch'd with. gen'rous wo, 
Spfriags to the front, and guards him from the foe : 


Thus round her new fſall'n young, the keifer moves, 5 


Fruit of her throes, and firſt born of her loves; 
And anxious, (helpleſs as he lies, and bare), 
Turns, and returns her, with a mother's care, 
Oppos'd to each that near the carcaſe came, 


His broad fhield glimmers, and his lances flame. 10 


The ſon of Panthus ſkill'd the dart to ſend, 
Eyes the dead hero, and infalts the friend, 
This hand, Atrides, laid Patroclus low; 
Warrior! de ſiſt, nor tempt n equal pie : 


To me the ſpoils my proweſs won, refizn ; 15 


bl 


Depart with lite, and leave the glory mine 

Lbs Trcan thus: the Sparten monarch burn'd 
With gen rous ang uiſh, and d in {corn return d. 
Tang ſt thou not, Joe! rom thy ſuperior throne, 


When mortals boaſt of prowets not their own? 20 


Not thus the lion glori:s in his might, 

Nor panther . his ſported {oe in fight, 

Nor thus the boar (thoſe terrors of the plain); 
Man only vaunts his force, and vaunts in vain, 


Fut far the vaineſt of the boaſtful kind 596. 


T beſe ſons ci Panthus vent their haughty mind. 
Yet *twas but late, beneath my congu'ring ſteel 
This boalter's brother, Hyperenor, fell, 
Againſt ohr arm, which raſhly he defy'd, 


* ain was } bis vigour, and as Vain his pride, 7 


Theſe eyes beheld him con the duft expire, 

No more to cheer his ſpoale, or glad his fire, 
Preſumptuovs youth | like 1. 5 dall be thy doom, 
Go, Wet toy brother to the Stygien gloom ; 


— —ÜAZAÿtᷓ— —— 


Book N VII. HOMERSTLIA D. 111 
Or while thou may'ſt, avoid the threaten'd fate; 35 
Fools Ray to feel it, and are wiſe too late. 

Unmov'd, Fuphorbus thus: That action known, 

Come, for my brother's blood repay thy own, 
His weeping father claims thy daſtin'd head, ; 1 
And ſpouſe, a widow in her bridal be. 5 40 j 
On theſe thy conquer'd {poi!s I {hall beſtow, | 

To ſooth a conſort's and a parent's wo, | | 

No longer then defer the glorious ſtrife, oy k 

L: t heav'n decide our fortune, fame, and life, 7h ſ 
Swilt as the word the miſſi e lance he fiin: 28, 4 | 

The well-aim'd weapon on the buckler rings, - 

Z But hiunted by the braſs innoxiaus falls. 

on ] pve the father, great A rides calls; 

j Nor flies the jav'lin from bis arm in vain, 

1 It picre'd his throat, and bent hin to the plain: 30 
4 Wide through the neck appears the grifly wound, 
Pron: finks the warrior, and his arms reſound. 


The ſhining circlets of his golden hair, | | 
Which ev'n the graces might be prond to wear, i [ 
Inſtarr'd with gems and gold, beſtrow the ſhore, 55 4 
With duſt difhonoar'd: and defrm'd with gare. 1 


As the young olive, in ſome ſylvan ſcene, 

_ Crown'd by freſh fount zins with eternal green, 

Lifts the gay head, in ſnowy flow'r<ts ſair, 1 
And plays and dances to the gentle air; 60 | 3 
When lo! a whirlwind from high heav'n invades | 
The tender plant, and withe's all its s ſliades: 5 9 
It lies uprooted from its genial bed, | 
A oel ruin now defac'd and dead. 
Thus young, thus beautiful, Euphorbus lay, 65 1 
Wile the fierce Spartan tore his arms away. — 
Proud of his deed, and glorions in the prize, g 
Affrighted Troy the tow'ring victor flies: | 1 
Flies, az before ſome mountain lion's ire | 
The village-curs, and trembling ſwains retire; 70 ; 


They ſhout incefſint, and the vales reſcund, 
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When ober the flaughter'd bull they hear him roar, 


And fe: his jaws difti! with ſmoaking gore ; * | 
All pale with fear, at diſtance icatter'd round, 


Wy. 


Meanwhile Apollo view'd with envious eyes, 7 
And urg'd great Hector to diſpute the prize, 
(In Mentes ſhape, beneath whoſe martial care 
The rough Ciconians learg'd the trade of war): 
Forbear (he cry'd) with fruitleſs ſpeed to chaſe 
Achilles' courſers, of æthereal race 5-7 WS 
T hey ſtoop not, theſe, to mortal man 's command, 
Or ſtoop to none but great Achilles' hand. 

Too long amus'd with a purſuit ſo vain, 


Turn, and behold the brave Euphorbus ſlain !. | 
By Sparta ſlain! for ever now ſuppreſt 35 


The fire which burn'd in that vndaunted breaſt! 

Thus having ſpoke, Apollo wing'd his fight, 

And mix'd with mortals in the coils of Eight: 5 
His words infix'd unutterable care 


Deep in great Hector's foul : through all the war 90 | 


He darts bis anxious eye; and inſant, view'd 

The breathleſs hero in his blood imbru'd, 

(Forth welling from the wound, as prone he lay), 
And in the victor's hands the thining prey. 

Sheath'd in bright arms, through cleaving 1 he fizs, 


And ſends his voice in thunder to the ſkies: 95 


Fierce asa flood of flame by Vulcan ſent, 
It flew, and fir'd the nations as it went, 
Atrides from the voice the ſtorm divin'd, 


And thus explor'd his own unconquer'd mind, 102 


Then ſhall IJ quit Patroclus on the plain, 
Slain in my cauſe, and for my honour {lain ?. 
Deſert the arms, the relics of my friend ? 
Or ſingly, Hector and his troops attend? 
Sure where ſuch partial favour heav'n beſtow'd, 105 
To brave the hero were to brave the God: 
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Forgive me, Greece, if once! quit the field: 

*Tis n ot to Hector, but to heav'n I yield. | 
Yet, nor the God, nor heav'n, ſhould give me ſear, : 
Did but the voice of Ajax reach my ear: 110 

Still would we turn, ſtill battle on the plains, 
And give Achilles all that yet remains 
Of his and our Patroclus—— This, no more, 
The time allow'd ; Troy thicken'd on the ſhore, 


A fable ſcene ! The terrors Hector led, 00 -: 


Slow he recedes, and ſighing, quits the dead, 
So from the fold tht unw:iling lion parts, 
Forc'd by loud clamours, and a ſtorm of darts; 
He flies indeed, but threatens as he flies, 


With heart indignant and retorted eyes, 120 


Now enter'd in the Spartan ranks, he turn'd 

_ His manly breaſt, and with naw fury burn'd, 
O'er all the black battalions ſent his view, 
And through the cloud the godlike Ajax knew 3 : 
Where lab'ring on the left the warrior Rood, 125 
All grim in arms, and cover'd o'er with blood, 
There breathing courage, where the God of day 
Had ſunk each heart with terror and diſmay. 

To him the king. Oh Ajax, oh my friend! 


Haſte, and Patroclus“ loy'd remains defend: 130 


The body to Achilles to rettore, 
Demands our care; alas, we can no more! 

For naked now, deſpoil'd of arms he lies 

And Hector g'ories in the dazzling prize. 5 
He ſaid, and touch'd his heart, The raging pair 135 
Pierce the thick battle, and provoke the war, 
Already had ſtern Hector ſeiz d his head, 

And doom'd co Hroj en degs the unhappy dead; 

But toon (is Ajax rear'd his tow'r like ſhield) 


Sprung to his car, and meaſur'd back tie field, 140 


His train tc 1 roy the radiant armour bear, 
To ſtand a trophy of his fame in war, 
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Meanwhile great Ajax (his broad ſhield diſplay'd) 
| Guards the dead hero with the dreadful ſhade; 
And now before, and now behind he food: 
Thus in the centre of ſome gloomy wood, 
With many a ſtep the lioneſs ſurrounds 
Her tawny young, beſet by men and hounds 3 
Elate her heart, and rouſing all her pow'rs, 
Dark o'er the fiery balls each hanging eye brow 88 
Faſt by his fide, the gen'rous Spartan glows. 151 : 
With great revenge, nnd feeds his inward woes 
But 'Glaucus, leader of the Lycian aids, 
On Hector frowning, thus his flight upbraids. | | 
Where now in Hector ſhall we Hector find? 255. 
5 A manly form, without a manly mind, oe 
Is this, O chief! a hero's boaſted fame ? | 
How vain, without the merit, is the name? 
Since battle is renounc'd, thy thoughts employ. e 
What other methods may preſerve thy Troy: 160 
*Tis time to try if lion's ſtate can ſtand FE 
By thee alone, nor aſk a foreign hand; 
Mean, empty boat! but ſhall the Lycians flake 
Their lives for you? thoſe Lycians you forſake? > 
What from thy thankleſs arms can we expet? 165 
Thy friend Sarpedon proves thy baſe neglet: _ 
Say, ſhall our ſlaughter'd bodies guard your walls, 
W hile unreveng 'd the great Sarpedog falls? 
Ev'n where he dy'd for Troy, you left him there, 
A feaſt for dogs, and all the fowls of air. 170 
On my command if any Lycian wait, 
Hence let him march, and give up Troy to fate, 
Did ſuch a ſpirit as the Gods impart 
 Impel one Trojan hand, or n heart; 
(Such, as ſhould burn in ev'ry ſoul, that draws 175. 
Ihe ſword ſor glory, and his country's cauſe; 
Ev n yet our mutual arms we might employ, 
And drag yon carcaſe to the walls of Troy. 


105 


Thou dar'ft not meet the terrors of his eye; 
And lo! already thou prepar'ſt to fly, 
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Oh! were Patroclus ours, we might obtain 
Sarpedon's arms, and honour'd corſe again! 


115 


180 


Greece with Achilles' friend ſhould be repaid, 


And thus due honours purchas'd to his ſhade, 
But words are vain 


Let Ajax once appear, | 
And Hector trembles and recedes with fear; 


185 
The Trojan chief with fix'd reſentment ey'd 


1 Lycian leader, and ſedate reply'd. 


Say, is it juſt (my friend) that Hector's ear 


From ſuch a warrior ſuch a ſpeech ſhould hear? 190 
1 deem'd thee once the viſeſt of thy kind, 
But ill this inſult ſuits a prudent mind, 


I ſhun great Ajax! I deſert my train! 


Tis mine to prove the raſh aſſertion vain; 


I joy to mingle where the battle bleeds, 
And hear the thunder of the ſounding ſteeds, 
But Jove's high will is ever uncontroll'd, 

The trong he withers, and confounds the bold; 
Now crowns with fame the mighty man, and now 


195 


Strikes the freſh garland from the victor's brow | 200 
Come, through yon ſquadrons let us hew the way, 


And thou be 3 if 1 fear to day; 
If yet a Geek the fight of Hector dread, 


Pr yet their hero dare defend the dead. 


Then turning to the martial hoſts, he cries, 205 


Ye Trojans, Dardans, Lycians, and allies ! 
Be men (my friends) in action as in name, 
And yet be mindful of your ancient fame. 


Hector in proud Achilles' arms ſhill ſhine, 


Torn from his friend, by right of OR mine, 210 


He firode along the field, as thus he ſaid: : 
(The fable ITE AH nodded or his lead): 

Swift through the ſpacious plain he ſent a look; 
One inſtant ſaw, one inſtant over took 
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The dilant band, that on the ſandy ſhore 215 


The radiant ſpoils to ſacred Illion bore, 


There his own mail unbrac'd the field beſtrow d; 
His train to Troy convey'd the maſſy load. 
Now blazing in th” immortal arms he ſtands, 


The work and preſent of celeſtial hands ; 2 220 


By aged Peleus to Achilles giv'n, 


As fir to Pelcus by the court of heav” n: 
His father's arms not long Achilles wears, 


Forbid by fate to reach his father's years , 


Him, proud in triumph glitt'ring from afar, 225 


The God whoſe thunder rents the troubled air, 
Beheld with pity ; as apart he fac, 

And conſcious, look'd through all the ſcene of fate. 
He ſhook the ſacred honours of his head; 


Olympus trembled, and the Godhead laid: 2230 


Ah wretched man! unmindful of thy end! 
A moment's glory! and what fates attend? 


In heav'nly panoply divinely bright | 
Thou ſtand'ſt, and armies tremble at thy fight, 


As at Achilles ſeif! beneath thy dart 235 
Lies ſlain the great Achilles? dearer part: | 
Thou from the mighty dead thoſe arms haſt torn, 


Which once the greateſt of mankind had worn. 


Yet live! I give thee one illuſtrious day, 


A blaze of glory ere thou fad'it away. 240 


For ah! no more Andromache ſhall come, 
With joyful tears to welcome Hector home; 
No more officious, with endearing charms, 
From thy tir'd limbs unbrace Pelides' arms 


Then with his ſable brow he gave the nod, 245 
That ſeals his word; the ſanction of the God, 
The flubborn arms (by Jove's command diſpogd) 


Conform'd ſpontaneous, and aroand him clos d; 
Fill'd with the God, enſarg'd his members grew, 


Through all his veins a ſudden vigour flew, 230 
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The blood in briſker tides began to roll, 


And Mars himlelf came ruſhing oa his ſoul, 
Fxhorting loud through all the field he itrode, 
And look'd, and mov'd, Achilles, or a God, 


Now Meſthles, Glaucus, Medon he inſpires, 255 
_ Now Phorcys, Chromius, and Hippothous fires; 
The great Therfilo:hus like fury tound, 


Aſteropzus kindled at the ſound, 
And Ennomus, in augury renown: 4d. 


Hear, all ye hoſts, and hear, unnumber'd bands 260 


Of neighb'ring nations, or of ditant lands! 

' Twas not for tate we ſummon'd you ſo far, 
To boaſt our numbers, and the pomp of war; 
Ye came to fight; a valiant foe to chaſe, 


To fave our i and our future race. 265 


For this, our wealth, our produtts you enjoy, 


And ęlean the relics of exhauſted Troy. 
Now then to conquer or to die prepare, 
To die or conquer, are the terms of war, 


Whatever hand ſhajl win Patroclus ſlain, 270 


Whoe'er ſhall drag him to the Trojan train, 


With Hector's {elt ſhall equal honours claim 
With Hector part the ſpoil, and ſhare the ſame. 
Fir'd by his words, the troops diſmiſs their fears, 
They join, they thick n, they protend their ſpears; 
Full on the Greeks they drive in firm array, 276 
And each from Ajax hopes the glor.ous prey: 
Vain nope ! what numbers ſhall the field o erſpread, 
What victims periſh round the mighty dead? 
Great Ajax mark'd the growing ſtorm from far, 250 
And thus beſpoke his brother of che war. 
Our fatal day, alas! is come, (my friend), 


And all our wars and glories at an end! | 
?Tis not this corſe alone we guard in vain, 


Condemn'd to vultures on the Trojan plain; 285 
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The river trembles to its utmoſt ſhore, 
And diſtant rocks rebel low to the roar, 
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We too muſt yield ; the ſame fad fate mult fall 


On thee, on me, perhaps (my friend) on all, 

See What a tempeſt direful Hector ſpreads, 

And lo! it burſts, it thunders on our heads! 

Call on our Greeks, if any hear the call, 290 
The braveſt Greeks; this hour demands them all, 
The warrior rais'd his voice, and wide around 


The field re-echo'd the diſtreſsful found,  _ 
Oh chiefs! oh princes ! to whoſe hand is given 
The rule of men; whoſe glory is from heavin! 295 


Whom with due honours both Atrides grace; 


Ye guides and guardians of our Argive race! 
All, whom this well known voice ſhall reach from far, 
All, whom I ſee not through this cloud of war; | 
Come all! let gen'rous rage your arms employ, 300 


And ſave Patroclus from the dogs of Troy. 
Oilean Ajax firſt the voice obey'd, 


Swift was his pace, and ready was his aid; 


Next him Idomer us, more flow with age, 
And Merion, burning with a hero's rage, 
The long- ſucceeding numbers who can name? 
But all were Greeks, and eager all for fame. 
Fierce to the charge great Hector led the throng ; 
Whole T roy embodied, ruſt'd with ſhouts along. 


303 


Thus, when a mountain-billow foams and raves, 310 
Where ſome ſwoln river diſembogues his waves, 


Full in the mouth is ſtopp'd the ruſhing tide, 
The boiling ocean works from fide to fide, 


313 
Nor leſs reſolv'd, the firm Achaian band | 


With brazen ſhields in horrid circle ſtand: 
Jove, pouring darkneſs o'er the mingled fight, 


Conceals the warriors ſhining helms in nights _ 
To him, the chief for whom the hoſts contend, 320 
Had liv'd not hateſul, for he liv'd a friend: 
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Dead he protects him with ſuberior care, 


119 


Nor doons his carcaſe to the birds of air. 


The firſt attack the Grecians ſcarce ſuſtain, 


Repuls'd, they yield; the Trojans ſeize the flain : 325 


Then fierce they rally, to revenge led on 
By the ſwift rage of Ajax Teiamon 

( 4jax to pulons' ſon the ſecond name, 
In graceful ſtature next, and next in fame,) = 
With headlong force the foremoſt ranks he tore: 330 | 
So through the thicket burſts the mountain boar, 
And rudely ſcatt:rs, far to diſtance round, 

The ſrighted hunter and the baying hound, 


The ſon of Lethus, brave Pelaſgus' heir, 
Hippothous, dragg'd the carcaſe through the war; 33 3 ; 


The finew aneles ber 0, the feet he bound 


With thongs, inſerted through the double wound : 


Inevitable fate o'ertakes the deedj _ 
Doom'd by great Ajax' vengeful Jance to bleed; 
It cleft the helmet's brazen cheeks in twain; 340 ; 
The ſhatter'd creſt, and horſe hair ſtrow the plain: "of 


With nerves relax'd he tumbles to the ground: 


The brain comes guſhing through the ghaſtly wound : 


He drops Patroclus' foot, and oer him ſpread 


Now lies, a ſad companion of the dead:  _ 345 
Far from Lariſſa lies, his native air, | 
And ill requites his parent's tender care. 
Lamented youth! in life's firſt bloom he fell, 
Sent by great Ajax to the ſhades of hell. 

Once more at Ajax, Hector's jav lin flies; 

The Grecian, mar king as it cut the ſkies, 
Shunn'd the deſcending death; which hiſſing on, 
Etretch'd in the duſt the great Tphytus' ſon, 


350 


| | Schedius the brave, of all the Phocian kind 


The boldeſt warrior, and the nobleſt mind: 
In little Panope for ſtrength renown'd, 
He held his feat, and rul'd the realms around. 
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To fave your Troy, though heav'n its fall ordain? 
There have been heroes, who by virtuous care, 380 


Have forc'd the pow'rs to ſpare a ſinking tate, 
But you, when fortune ſmiles, when Jove declares 


His partial favour, and aſſiſts your wars, 385 
Your ſhameful efforts ' gainſt yourſelves employ, 


A God (nor is he leſs) my boſom warms, 
And tells me, Jove aſſerts the Trojan arms. 
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zung d in his throat, the weapon drank his blood, 


And deep tranſpiercing, through the ſhoulder ſtood; 


In clanging arms the hero fell, and all! 340 Z 
The fields reſounded with his weighty fall. 


Phorcys, as ſlain Kippothous he defends, 

The Telamonian lance his belly rends; 

The hollow armour burſt before the Aube 

And thro' the wound the rulhing entrails broke. 265 


In ſtrong convulſions panting on the ſands Þ 

He lies, and graſps the duſt with dying hands. : 
Struck at the ſight, recede the Trojan train: ' 

The ſhouting Argives trip the heroes ſlain. 

And now had Troy, by Greece compell'd to yield, 3 370 


| Fled to her ramparts, and reſign'd the field; 
Greece, in her native fortitude elate, 


With Jove averſe, had turn'd the ſcale of fate : 


But Phœbus urg'd Xneas to the fight; 
He ſ-em'd like aged Periphas to ſight; 9875 


(A herald in Anchiſes' love grown old, 


| Rever'd for prudence, and with prudence, bold). 


Thus he What methods yet, oh chief ! remain, 


By valour, numbers, and by arts of war, 


And gain at length the glorious odds of fate. 


And force th' unwilling God to ruin Troy, 
Eneas through the form aſſum'd deſcries 


A 


The pow'r conceal'd, and thus to Hector cries, 


Oh laſting ſhame! to our own fears a prey, 599 g 
We ſeek our ramparts, and deſert the day. 1 


n, 


30 
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lle ſpoke, and foremoſt to the combat flew ; 


The bold example all his hoſts purſue, 395 


Then firſt, Leocritus beneath him bled, 
In vain belov'd by valiant Lycomede z : 
Who view'd his fall, and grieving at the chance, 


Swift to revenge it, ſent his angry lance: 


The whirling lande, with vig'rous force addreſt, 408 


” Deſcends, and pants in Apiſaon's brealt ; 
From rich Pæonia's vales the warrior came, | 


Next thee, Aſteropeus! in place and fame. 
Aſteropeus with grief beheld the flain, 


And ruſh'd to combat, but he rnſh'd in vainz 405 


1 diſſolubly firm, around the dead, | 
Rank within rank, on buckler buckles ſpread, 


And hemm'd with briſtled ſpears, t the Grecians Rood; 


A brazen bulwark, and an iron wood. 
Great Ajax eyes them with inceffant care, 410 


And in an orb contracts the crowded war, g 


Cloſe in their ranks commands to fight or fall, 
And ſtands the centre and the ſoul ot all: 


Fix'd on the ſpot they war, and wounced, wound; 


A ſanguine torrent ſteeps the reeking ground; 415 
On heaps the Greeks, on heaps the 1 rojans bleed, 


And thick'ning round them, riſe the hills of dead. 


Greece, in cloſe order, and collected might, 


vet ſuffers leaſt, and ſways the wav'riag fight; 


Fierce as conflicting fires, the combat burns, 420 
And now it riſes, now it ſinks by turns 
In one thick darkneſs all the fight was loſt; 


The ſun, the moon, and ali th'=thereal hoſt 


Seem'd as extinct: day ravith'd from their eyes, 

And all heav'n's Dann blotted from the ſkies. 425 
Such o'er Patroc us' body hung the night, 

The reſt in ſunſhine fought, and open light: 
Unclouded there, th' aereal azure ſpread, 


No vapour reſted on the mountain's head, 
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Nor knew the fatal fortune of the day; 
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The golden ſun pour'd forth a ſtronger ray, 430 


And all the broad expanſion flam'd with day. 


Diſpers'd around the plain, by fits they fight, 
And here, and there, their ſcatter'd arrows light: 
But death and darkneſs o'er the carcaſe ſpread, 


There burnt the war, and there the mighty bled. 435 'F 


Meanwhile the ſons of Neſtor in the rear, 
{Their fellows routed), toſs the diſtant ſpear, 


And ſkirmiſh wide: ſo Neſtor gave command, 
When from the ſhips he ſent the Pylian band, 


The youthful brothers thus tor fame contend, 440 
Nor knew the fortune of Achilles' friend q 
In thou ght they view'd him ſtill, with martial joy, 


Glorious in arms, and dealing deaths to Troy. 


But round the corſe, the heroes pant for breath, 


i And thick and heavy grows the work of death: 415 


O'erlabour'd now, with duſt, and ſweat, and gore, 


Their knees, their legs, their feet are cover'd o'er; 


Drops follow drops, the clouds on cleuds ariſe, 
And carnage clogs their hands, and darkneſs fills their 
eyes, 

'As when a laughter'd bull's yet reeking hide, 450 
Strain'd with full force, and tugg'd from fide to ide, 
The brawny curriers ſtretch 5 and labour o'er, 

Th extended ſurface, drunk wich fat and gore; 
So tugging round the corpſe both armies ſtood; 
The mangled body bath'd in ſweat and blood: 453 
While Greeks and Ilians equal ſtrength employ, oy 
Now to the ſhips to force it, now to Troy. 

Not Pallas? ſelf, her breaſt when fury warms, 

Nor he, whoſe anger ſets the world in arms, 


Could blame this ſcene; ſuchrage, ſuch horror reign'd; 


Such, Jove to honour tha great dead ordain'd, 461 
Achiiles in his ſhips at diſtance lay, 
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He, yet unconſcious of Patroclus? fall, 
In duſt extended under Ilion's wall, 
Expe&s him glorious from the conquer'd plain, 
And for his wiſh'd return prepares in vaing _ 
 Thongh well he knew, to make proud lion bend, 
Was more than heav'n had deſtin'd to his friend, | 
perhaps to him: this Thetis had reveal'd; 479 
” Thereſt, in pity to her ſon, conceal d 
Still rag'd the conflict round the hero dead, 
Aud heaps on heaps, by mutual wounds they bled. 
Curs'd be the man (ev'a private Greeks would ſay) 
Vho dares deſert this well-diſputed day! 475 
Firſt may the cleaving earth beſore our eyes 
Gape wide, and drink our blood for ſacrifice ! 
|: Firſt periſh all, ere haughty Troy ſhall boaſt 
We loſt Patroclus, and our glory lolt, 
” Thus they, While with one voice the Trojans ſaid, 
Grant this day, Jove ! or heap us on the dead! 481 
Then claſh their ſounding arms; the clangours riſe, | 
And ſhake the brazen concave of the ſkies, 
” Meantime, at diſtance from the ſcene of blood, 
The penſive ſteeds of great Achilles ſtood; 485 
Z Their godlike malter ſlain before their eyes, 
They wept, and ſhar'd in human miſeries. 
lun vain Automedon now ſhakes the rein, 
Now plies the laſh, and ſooths and threats in vain; 
15 Ner to the fight, nor Helleſpont they go, 490 
Reſtive they ſtood, and obſtinate in wo: | 
Still as a tomb-ſtone, never to be mov'd, 
Te On ſome good man, or woman unreprov'd, 
| Lays its eternal weight; or fix'd, as ſtands 
A marble courſer by the ſculptor's hands, 
Plac'd on the hero's grave. Along their face, 
The big round drops cours'd down with filent pace, 
# Conglobing on the duſt, Their manes, that late 
10 Circled their arched necks, and wav'd in tate, 
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_ Exempt from age, and deathleſs now in vainz gox 
Did we your race on mortal man beſtow, 
Only, alas! to ſhare in mortal wo? 


What wretched creature of what wretched kind, 510 
He raſhly boaſts; the reſt our will denies, $15 
Ourſelf will ſwiftneſs to your nerves. impart, | 


Automedon your rapid flight ſhall bear 


Ihe field, and ſpread her ſlaughters to the ſhore z 


With ſacred darkneſs ſhades the face of all. 


Exceſſive ſpirit, urg'd them to the courſe; _ 525 


Trail'd on the duſt beneath the yoke were ſpread, 500 

And prone to earth was hung their Janguid head: 

Nor Jove diſdain to caſt a pitying look, 

While thus relenting to the ſteeds he ſpoke. 
Unhappy courſers of immortal ſtrain ! 


05 
For ah ! what is there, of inferior birth, 

That breathes or creeps upon the duſt of earth; 
Than man more weak, calamitous, and blind? 

A miſerable race i but ceaſe to mourn : 


For not by you ſhall Priam's ſon be born 
High on the ſplendid car: one glorious prize 


Ourſelf with-rifing ſpirits ſwell your heart. 


Safe to the navy through the ſtorm of wer, 
For yet *tis giv'n to Troy, to ravage o'er 520 


The ſun ſhall fee her conquer, till his fall 
He ſaid; and breathing in th' immortal horſe 
From their high manes they ſhake the duſt, and bear 


The kindling chariot through the parted war: 
So flies a vulture through the cam'rous train 


Of geeſe, that ſcream, and ſcatter round the plain. 
From dauger now with ſwifteſt ſpeed they flew, 5320 


And now to conquelt with like {peed purſue : 


Sole in the ſeat the charioteer remains, 
Nou plies the jav'lin, now directs the reins: 


Him brave Alcimedon beheld diſtreſt, 
Approach'd the chariot, and the chief addreſt, 555 


520 


525 
ar 


N. 


520 {5 Implores th' Eternal, and colleQs his might. 
Then turning to his friend, with dauntleſs mind: 
o0Ch keep the ſoaming courſers cloſe behind! 7 
Full on my ſhoulders let their noirils blow, 570 
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What God provokes thee, raſhly thus to dare, 


Abbe, unaided, in the thickeſt war? 
Alas! thy friend is flain, and Hector Wielde 


J Achilles arms triumphant in the fields. 
In happy time (the charioteer replies) 340 


The bold Alcimedon now greets my eyes; 


Vo Greek like him, the heav nly ſeeds reſtrains, 


Or holds their fury in ſuſpended reins: 
Patroclus, while he liv'd, their rage could tame, 
But now Patroclus is an empty name! 545 
To thee I yield the ſeat, to thee reſign | 
Ike ruling charge : the taſk of fight be mine. 

He ſaid. Alcimedon, with active heat, 


* Snatches the reins, and vanlts into the ſeat, 


His friend deſcends. The chief of Troy deſery d. 5 50 
And call'd Eneas fighting near his fide, 

Lo, to my fight beyond our hope reſtor'd, 

Achilles' car, deſerted of its lord! | 

The glorious ſeeds our ready arms invite, 


Scarce their weak drivers guide them thro” the fight: 


Can ſuch opponents ſand, when we afſail? 5536 
Unite thy force, my friend, and we prevail, 

The ſon of Venus to the counſel yields; | 
Then o'er their backs they ſpread their ſolid ſhields; : 
With braſs refulgent the broad ſurſace ſhin'd, 5 60 


And thick bull hides the ſpacious concave lin'd, 


Them Cromius follows, Aretus ſucceeds, 
Each hopes the conqueſt of the lofty ſteeds; 


In vain, brave youths, with glorious hopes ye burn, 
In vain advance! not fated to return. 5 65 


Unmov'd, Automedon attends the fight, 


For hard the fight, determin'd is the foe ; 
F 3 
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*Tis Hector comes; and when he ſeeks the prize, 
War knows no mean: he wins it, or he dies. 


Then through the field he ſends his voice aloud, 


And calls th'Ajaces from the warring croud, 57 ; 


8 With great Atrides. Hither turn, (he ſaid), 

Torn, where diſtreſs demands immediate aid; 

The dead, encircled by his friends, forego, 

And ſave the living from a fiercer for., 

| Unhelp'd we ſtand, unequal to engage = 0 
The force of Hector, and Aneas' rage: | 

Vet mighty as they are, my force to prove 

Is only mine: th' event belongs to Jove. 

He ſpoke, and high the ſounding jav'lin flung, 

| Which paſs'd the ſhield of Aretus the young; 585 
It pierc'd his belt, emboſs'd with curious art; 
Then in the lower belly ſtuck the dart. 

As when a pond'rous axe deſcending full, 

 Cleaves the broad forehead of ſome brawny bull; 

Struck 'twixt the horns, he ſprings with many a bound, 


Then tumbling rolls enormous on the ground: 5391 


Thus fell the youth; the air his ſoul receiv'd, 
And the ſpear trembled as his entrails heav'd. 

Now at Automedon the Trojan foe N 
Diſcharg'd his lance; the meditated blow, 595 
Stooping, he ſhunn'd, the jav'lin idly fled, | 

And hiſs'd innoxious o'er the hero's head: 

Peep rooted in the ground, the forceful ſpear 

In long vibrations ſpent its fury there, 

With claſhing faulchions now the chiefs had clos'd 
But each brave Ajax heard, and interpos'd; Ga; 
Nor longer Hector with his Trojans ſtood, | 

| But left their ſlain companion in his blood: 

His arms Automedon diveſts, and cries, 


Accept, Patroclus, this mean ſacrifice. bog 


Thus have I ſooth'd my griefs, and thus have paid, 
Poor as it is, fome off ring to thy ſhade, 


| 
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Bock XVII, HOMERs 1 LTAD, 
So looks the-lion o'er a mangled boar, 

All grim with rage, and horrible with gore; 

High on the chariot at one bound he ſprung, 


And o'er his ſeat the bloody trophie: hong, 


And now M:nerva from the realms of air 
Deſcends impetuous, and renews the war; 
For, pl-as'd at length the Grecian arms to aid, 


The Lord of thunders ſent the blue-ey'd maid. 
As when high Jove denouncing future woe, 


O'er the dark clouds extends his purple bow, 
(In ſign of tempeſts from the troubled air, 
Or from the rage of man, deltrudtive war), 


The drooping cattle dread th? impending ſkies, 


And from his half till'd field the lab'rer flies. 
In ſuch a form the Goddeſs round her drew] 
A livid cloud, and to the battle fle sx. 
Aſſuming Phœnix' ſhape, on earth ſhe falls, 


And in his well known voice to Sparta calls: 


And lies Achilles' friend, belov'd by all, 


$ A prey to dogs beneath the Trajan wall? 
What ſhame to Greece for future times to tell, 


To thee the greateſt in whoſe cauſe he fell! 
Oh chief! oh father! (Arreus? ſon replies), 

Oh fuil of days! by long experience wile ! 

What more deſires my foul, then here unmov'd 

To guard the body of the man I lov'd? 

Ah would Minerva ſend me ſtrength to rear 


This weary'd arm, and ward the ſtorm of war! 


But Hector, like the rage of fire we dread, 


And Jove's own glories blaze around his head. 


Pleas'd to be firſt of all the pow'rs addreſt, 
She breathes new vigour in her hero's breaſt, 


And fills with keen revenge, with fell deſpight, 
Deſire of blond, and rage, and luſt of fight. 


So burns the vengefal hornet, (ſoul all o'er), 
Repuls d in vain, and thirſty (till of gore 3 - 
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And ſent his ſoul with ev'ry lance he threw. 


What Grecian now ſhall tremble at thy name ? 


A chief once thought no terror of the field; 5 
Yet ſingly, now, the long - diſputed prize | | 
He bears victorious, while our army flies, : 


That ſhaded Ide, and all the ſubject field, 
And blaze beneath the lightuings of the God: 


To face the foe, Polydamas drew near, FE 
And raz'd his ſhoulder with a ſhorten'd ſpear ; 


123 HOMER ILIAD. Book XVIL. 1 
(Bold ſon of Air and Heat), on angry 8 5 


Vntam'd, untir'd, he turns, attacks, and ſtings, 645 5 
Fir'd with like ardour fierce Atrides flew, Th 


There ſtood a Trojan, not unknown to fame, 


Eetion's ſon, and Podes was his name; | 
With riches honour'd, and with courage bleſt, 650 4 


By Hector lov'd, his comrade, and his gueſt 1 
Through his broad belt the ſpear a paſſage found, . 
And pond'rous as he falls, his arms reſound, = 
Sudden at Hector's fide Apollo ſtood, A 
Like Phænops, Aſius' ſon, appear'd the God; | 655 1 
(Aſius the great, who held his wealthy reign „ 


In fair Abydos, by the rolling main). 


Oh prince, (he cry'd), oh foremoſt once in fame 


Doſt thou at length to Menelaus yield, © 660 | 


By the ſame arm illuſtrious Podes bled; 5 1 
[he friend of Hector, unreveng'd, is dead! 665 q 
This heard, o'er Hector ſpreads a cloud of wo, = 


Rage lifts his Jance, and drives him on the foe, 
But now th* Eternal ſhook his ſable ſhield, 


Beneath its ample verge, A rolling cloud 
Involv'd the mount, the thunder roar'd aloud ; 
Tt affrighted hills from their foundations nod, 


At one regard of his all ſeeing eye, 
The vanquiſh'd triumph, and the victors fly. 675 
Then trembled Greece: the flight Peneleus led: 

For as the brave Bœotian turn'd his head 
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Of martial Merion; Cœranus his name, 
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By H ctor wounded, Leitus quits the plain, 680 
Pierc'd thro” the wriſt; and rag ng with the pain, : 5 
Graſps his once formidable lance in vain, 

As Hector follow'd, Idomen addreſt 


; The flaming jav'lin to his manly breaſt; | 
The brittle point before his corſelet yields; 685 
Exulting Troy with clamour fills the 1 88 2 


High on his chariot as the Cretan ſtood, 


The ſon of Priam whirl'd the miſſive 2684. . 


But erring from its aim, th' impetuous fovnr | 
Struck to the duſt the ſquire and charioteer . 


Who left fair Ly&us for the fields of fame. 


On foot bold Merion fought; and now laid low, 


Had grac'd the triumphs of his Crojan foe; 


But the brave iquire the ready courſers brought, 21 
And with his life his maſters ſafety bought. 
Between his cheek and ear the weapon went, 


The teeth it ſhatter'd, and the tongue it rent. 
Prone from the {eat he tumbles to the ered 


His dying hand forgets the falling rein : + Ta 
This Merion reaches, bending from the car, 
And urges to deſert the hopeleſs war; 


Idomeneus conſents; the laſh applies; 
And the ſwift chariot to the navy flies. 


Nor Ajax leſs the will of heav'n deſcry'd, 703 


And conqueſt ſhifting to the Trojan fide, 


1 Turn d by the hand of Jove. Then thus begun, 


. Eager cet 


To Atreus? ſeed, the godlike Telamon, 


Alas! who ſees not Jove's almighty hand 


Transfers the glory to the Trojan band? 710 


Whether the weak or ſtrong diſcharge the dart, 
He guides each arrow to a Grecian heart: 

Not ſo our ſpears: inceſſant though they rain, 
He ſuiters eV 17 lance to fall in vain. 
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Deſerted of the God, yet let us try 155 715 


What human ſtrength and prudence can ſupply ; 
If yet this honour'd corſe, in triumph born, 


May glad the fleets that hope not our return, 
Who tremble yet, ſcarce reſcu'd from their fates, 


And (till hear Hector thund'ring at th.ir gates, 720 


Some hero too muſt be diſpatch'd to bear 
The mournful meſſage to Pelides' ear; 
For ſure he knows not, diſtant on the ſhore, 


His friend, his lov'd Patroclus, is no more, 
But ſuch a chief I ſpy not through the hoſt: 725 


The men, the ſteeds, the armies, all are loſt 
In gen'ral darkneſs Lord of earth and air! 


On King! oh Father hear my humble pray'r; 


Diſpel this cloud, the light of heav'a reſtore; _ 


Give me to ſee, and Ajax aſks no more: 730 


1: Greece muſt periſh, we thy will obey, 


But let us periſh in the face of day! 


With tears the hero ſpoke, and at his pray'r r 


The God relenting, clear'd the clouded air; 
Forth burſt the ſun with all enlight'ning ray; 735 
The blaze of armour flaſh'd againſt the day. 
Now, now, Atrides! caſt around thy fight, 
It yet Antilochus ſurvives the fight, 

Let him to great Achilles ear convey | 
Atrides haſtes away. 740 


The fatal news 
So turns the lion from the nightly fol d, 


Though high in courage, and with hunger bold, 


Long gall'd by herdſmen, and long vex'd by hounds, 
Stiff with fatigue, and fretted ſore with wounds; 
The darts fly round him from an hundred hands. | 
And the red terrors of the blazing brands : 746 


Till late, reluctant, at the dawn of day 


Sour he departs, and quits th' untaſted prey. 


$9 mov'd Atrides from his dang'rous # | 5 
With weary limbs, but with unwilling pace; 750 
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The foe, he fear d, might yet Patroclus gain, 
And much admoniſh'd, much adjur'd his train. 
Oh guard theſe relics to your charge conſigr.”d, 


And bear the merits of the de id in mind; „ 
How ſkill'd he was in each obliging art; 755 5 
The mildeſt manners, and the gentleſt beärti | 


He was, alas! but fate decreed his end ; 


In death a hero, as in life a friend 


So parts the chief; from rank to rank he flew, 


And round on all Aae ſeat his piercing view, 760 


As the bold bird, endu'd with ſharpeſt eye 


Of all that wing the mid acreal ſky; 
The ſacred eagle, from his walks above 


Looks down, ard ſees the diſtant thicket move; ; 
Then ſtoops, and ſouſing on the quiy'ring hare, 6s 
Snatches his life amid the clouds of air. | 


Not with leſs quickneſs, his exerted fight 
'Pafs'd this, and that way, through the ranks of fight: 
Till on the left the chief he ſought, he found; 


Cheering his men, and ſpreading deaths around. 770 


To him the king. Belov'd of Jove ! draw near, 


For ſadder tiding never touch d thy ear; 


Thy eyes have witneſs'd, what a fatal tura! 
How Ilion triamphs, and th' Achaians mourn; . 


This is not all: Patroctus, on the fhore 77 | 


Now pale and dead, ſhall ſuzcour- Greece no more, 
Fly to the fleet, this inſtant fly, and tell 
The ſad Achilles, how his lov'd one fall: 


He too may haſte the naked corſe to gain; 
The arms are Hector's, who deſpoil'd the ſlain. 780 


The youthful warrior heard with ſilent wo, 
From his ſaic eyes the tears began to flow; 
Big with the mighty grief, be ſtrove to hs 
What ſorrow dictates, but no word found way. 


To brave Laodocus his arms he flung. 785 


Who near him wheckog: drove his ſteedꝭ along; 
F. 6. 
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132 HOMER ILIA O. Book XVII. 
Then ran, the mournful meſſage to impart, 

With tearful eyes, and with dejected heart. 

S Swift fled the youth; nor Menelaus ſtands 
(Though fore diftreſs'd) to aid the Pylian bands; 790 
But bids bold Thraſymede thoſe troops ſuſtain; 
Himſelf returns to his Patroclus ſlain, 

Gene is Antilochus, (the hero ſaid); 

But hope not, warriors, for Achilles' aid: © _ 
Though fierce his rage, unbounded be his wo, 795 
Unarm'd, he fights not with the Trojan foe, 
*Tis in our hands alone our hopes remain, 
*Tis our own vigour muſt the dead regain; | 
And ſave ourſelves, while with impetuous hate 


Troy pours along, and this way rolls our fate. 800 
Tis well, (ſaid Ajax), be it then thy care, 
With Merion's aid, the weighty corſe to rear; 
Myſelf and my bold brother will ſuſtain 
The ſhock of Hector and his charging train: 

Nor fear we armies, fighting fide by fide; 803 

What Troy can dare, we have already try'd, 

Have try'd it, and have ſtood, The hero aid 

High from the ground the warriors heave the dead. 

A gen'ral clamour riſes at the ſight : 

Loud ſhout the Trojans, and renew the fight, 810 

Not fiercer ruſh along the gloomy wood, > 

With rage inſatiate and with thirſt of blood, 

Voracious hounds, that many a length before 

Their furious hunters, drive the wounded boar; 

But if the ſavage turns his glaring eye, 815 

They howl aloof, and round the foreſt fly. 

'Thus on retreating Greece the Trojans pour, 

Wave their thick faulchions, and their jav'lins ſhow'r : 

But Ajax turning, to their fears they yield, 5 

All pale they tremble, and forſake the field, 820 
While thus aloft the hero's corſe they bear, 

Behind chem rages all the ſtorm of war; 
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Confuſion, tumult, horros, o'er the throng 


Of men, ſteeds, chariots, urg'd the rout along: 


Leſs fierce the winds with riſing fla nes conſpire, 825 


To whelm ſome city under waves of fire; 


Now fink in gloomy clouds the proud abodes; 


Now crack the blazing temples of the Gods; 
 Therumbling torrent through the ruin rolls, 


And ſheets of ſmoke mouat heavy tothe poles, 830 
The heroes ſweat beneath their honour'd load: 


As when two mules, along the rugged road, 
From the ſteep mountain with exerted ſtrength 
Drag ſome vait beam, or maſt's unwieldy length: 
| Inly they groan, big drops of ſweat diſtil, 835 

Th enormous timber lumb'rin g down the hill: 

| $0 theſe 

And U the torrent of the ruſhing bands. 

Thus when a river ſwell'd with ſudden rains, _ 
Spreads his broad waters o'er the level plains, 840 


Behind, the bulk of Ajax ſtands, 


Some interpoſing hill the ſtream divides, 


And breaks its force, and turns the winding tides, 


Still cloſe they follow, cloſe the rear engage : 
Aneas ſtorms, and Hector foams with rage: 


While Greece a heavy, thick retreat maintains, 843 
 Wedg'd in one body, like a thght of cranes, | 


That ſhriek inceſſant while the falcon, hung 


High on pois'd pinions, threats their callow young. 


So from the Trojan chiefs the Grecians fly, 55 
Such the wild terror, and the mingled ery- 850 
Within, without the trench, and allithe way, 


Strow'd in bright heaps, their arms and armour lay : 
Such horror Jove impreſs'd ! yet ſtill proceeds 
The work 'of death, and an the battle bleeds. 
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The grief of Achilles, and new armour made him by 


— - 71 
- K * 


T he neabs of the deaib of Pat roclus is brought to Achil. 
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B 0 0 K XVIII. 
THE ARGUMENT, 
Vulcan. 


les by Antilochus, Thetis hearing his lamentations, 
comes with all her fea nymphs to comfort him, The 
ſpeeches of 1he mother and ſon on this occaſion, Iris 

appears to Achilles by the command of uno, and or- 
ders him to ſhew himſelf at the head of the entreuch 
ments. The fight of him turns the fortune of the day, 
and the body of Patraclus is carried a by the Greeks, 

The Trej ans call a council, where Hedor and Poly- 
damas diſagree in their opinions : but the advice |? 
of the former prevails, to remain incamped in the | 
feld, thegrief of Achilles over the body of Patraclus, 

Thetis goes ta the palace of Vulcan to obtain new arms F 
for her ſon, The deſcription of the wonderful avorks | 
Vulcan; and laflly, that woke one of the OY of * 
Achilles. = 
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The latter part of che nine and twentieth day, and 
the night enſuing, take up this book, The icene 


is at Achilles's tent on the ſea-ſhore, from whence 
ic t changes. to che e of Vulcan. 


T kus like che rage of firs the combat burns, 

7 And now it rites, now it ſinks by turns, 

* Meanwhile, where H- lieſpont” s broad waters flow, 

. stood Neltor's fon, the meſlenger of wo: 5 
There ſat Achilles, ſhaded by his fails, 5 
On hoiited yards extended to the g. ales; 
Penſive he ſat; for all that fate deſign'd 
Roſe in ſad prof ſpect to his boding mind. 

1 Thus to his ſoul he ſaid. Ah! what Sonni 

{4 The Greeks, late victors, now tn quit the plains? 10 

Ils this the day, which heav'n ſo long ago 

Orqdain'd, to fink me with the weight of wo? 

(89 Thetis warn'd), when, by a Tr. jan hand, | 
The braveſt of the Myrmidonian bang | 
should Joſe the licht? Fulfill'd is that decree; 1 
Fall'n is the warrior, and Patroclus he? 8 
In vain I charg'd him 400 to quit the plain, 
And warn'd to ſhun Hectorean force in vain |! ND — — 

Thus while he thinks, Antilochus appears, | | 

And tells the melancholy tale with tears. 20 

I Sad tidings, ſon of Peleus! thou mult hear; 

And wretched I, th' unwilling meſſenger! 

Dead is Patroclus! For his corſe they fight; | 

; | His naked corſe; his arms are Hector's right, | 

. 44 A ſudden BEA ſhot through all the chief, ne | 

And wrapt his ſenſes in a cloud of grief; 

Caſt on the ground, with furious hands he ſpread 

I be ſcorching aſhes o'er his graceful head; 

7 2} His purple garments, and his golden hairs; 

„ [* Thoſe he deforms with duſt, and theſe he tears: 30 
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On the hard ſoil his groaning breaſt he threw, 

And roll 'd and.grovel'd, as to earth he grew. 

The virgin captives, with diſorder'd char uus, 

(Won by his own, or by Patroclus' arms), 

Rulſh'd from the tents with er es; and gath' ring round, | 
Beat their white breaſts, and feine on the ground: 105 | 
While Neſtor's ſon ſuſtains a manlter part, 

And mourns the warrior with a warrior's heart; 5 
Hangs on his arms, amidſt his frantic wo, 

And oſt prevents the meditated blow. 40 

Far in the deep abyſſes of the main, 

With hoary Nereus, and the wat'ry train, 

The mother goddeſs from her cryſtal throne 
Heard his loud cries, and anſwer'd groan tor groan. | 
The circling Nzreids with their miſtreſs weep, 45 

And all the ſea green ſiſters of the deep. 
Thalia, Glauce, (ev'ry watry name), 

Neſæa mild, and ſilver Spio came: 

Cymothoe and Cymodoce were nig, 
And the blue languiſh of ſoft Alia's eye. . 
Their locks Actxa and Limnoria rear, 

Then Proto, Doris, Panope appear, 

Thoa, Pheruſa, Doto, Melita 

Agave gentle, and Amphithoe gay: 

Next Callianira, Callianaſſa ſhow _ 55 ; 
There ſiſter looks; Dexamene the ſlow, = 
And ſwift Dynamene, now cut the tides: 7 

Izra now the verdant wave divides : 

Nemertes with Apſeudes lifts the head, by, 

Bright Galatea quits her pearly bed: 60 

Theſe Orythia, Clymene, attend, 

Mera, Amphinome, the train extend; 3 

And black Janira, and Janaſſa fair, | 1 
And Amatheia with her amber hair. 

All theſe, and all that deep in ocean held 65 
Their ſacred ſeats, the glimm' ring grotto fill' d; 
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Each beat hee iv'ry breaſt with ſilent wo, 
Till Thetis' ſorrows thus began to flow, 


Hear me, and judge, ye ſiſters of the main! 


How juſt a cauſe has Thetis to complain? 70 


How wretched, were I mortal, were my fate! 
How more than wretched in th' immortal ſtate! 
Sprung from my bed a godlike hero came, 


The braveſt far that ever bore the name; 


Like ſome fair olive, by my careful hand 75 


He grew, he flouriſh'd, and adorn'd the land: 
To Troy I ſent him; but the fates ordain 
He never, never 1550 return again. 

So ſhort a ſpace the light of heav'n to view, 


So ſhort alas! and fill'd with anguiſh too. 80 
Hear how his ſorrows echo through the ſhore ! 5 


I cannot eaſe them, but I muſt deplore; 
1! go at leaſt to bear a tender part, 


And mourn my lov'd one with a mother's 8 heart, _ 
she ſaid, and left the caverns of the main, 83 


All bath'd in tears; the melancholy train 
Attend her way. Wide opening part the tides, 
While the long pomp the filver wave divides. 


Approaching now, they touch'd the Trojan land; 
Then, two by two aſcended up the ſtrand. 90 
Th' immortal mother, ſtanding cloſe beſide 

Her mournful oTspring, to his fiphs reply'd; 


Along the coalt their mingled clamours ran, 


And thus the ſilver footed dame began 
Why mourns my ſon? thy late preferr'd requeſt 95 


The God has granted, and the Greeks diltrelt : 


Why mourns my ſon ? thy anguith let me ſhare, 
Reveal the cauſe, and truſt a parent u care. 
He, deeply groaning To this cureleſs grief 


Not ev'n the Thund?rer's favour brings relief. 160 


Patrocius — Ah! ——fay, G:ddels, can I boaſt 


A pleaſure now? revenge itſelf is loſt; 


Ab then, I ſee thee dying, ſee thee dead! 


And let me fall! {Achilles.made reply.) 


Ah then, ſince from this miſerable day 
I caſt all hope of my return away, 
Since unrevenged, a hundred ghoſts demand 


I live an idle burden to the ground, 


Let me But oh! ye gracious pow'rs above! 
Wrath and revenge from men and Gods remove: 
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Patroclus, lov'd of all my martial train, 

Beyond mankind, beyond my ſe f, is lain! . 

Loſt are thoſe arms the Gods themſelves beſtow'd 10g 
On Peleus ; Hector bears the glorious load, 


Curſt be that day, when all the pow'rs above 
Thy charms ſubmitted to a mortal love: 

Oh hadſt thou fill, a filter of the main, To 
Purſu'd the pleaſures of the wat'ry reigng _ 110 


And happier Peleus, leſs ambitious, led. 


A mortal beauty to his equal. bed! 


Ere the ſad fruit of thy unhappy womb 


Had caus'd ſuch ſorrows paſt, and woes to come. 
For ſocn, alas! that wretched offspring ſlain, 115 
New woes, new ſorrows ſhall create again. e 

Tis not in fate th' alternate now to give; 
Patroclus dead, Achilles hates to live. 

Let me revenge it on proud Het>r's heart, 

Let his laſt ſpirit ſmoke upon my dart; 

On theſe conditions will IL breathe : till chen, 5 


Ibluſh to walk among the race of men. 
A flood of tears, at this, the Goddeſs ſhed, 


When Hector falls, thou dy'ſt. Let Hector die, 


Far lies Patroclus from his native plain ! 
He fell, and falling, wiſh'd my aid in vain, 


The fate of Hector from Achilles' hand; 
Since here, for brutal courage far renown' d, 


(Others in council fa m'd for nobler ſkill, 
More uſeful to preſerve, than I to kil:), 
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Far, far too dear to ev'ry mortal breaſt, _— 
| Sweet to the ſoul, as honey to the taſtez; 140 


Tis paſt— 
Yes —— | will meet the mur d'rer of my friend f 145 | 
Or (it the Gods ordain it) meet my end. 
The ſtroke of fate the braveſt cannot ſhun : 
The great Alcides, Jove's unequall'd ſon, 


Gath'ring like vapours of a noxious kind | 
From fiery blood, and dark'ning all the mind. 
Me Agamemnda urg'd to deadly hate; 


I quell it; I reſign to fate, 


9 


To Juno's hate at length reſign'd his breath, 


And ſunk the victim of all conqu'ring death. 5 159 


So ſhall Achilles fall! ſtretch'd pale and dead, 
No more the Grecian hope, or Trojan dread! 


Let me, this inſtant, ruſh into the fields, 

And reap what glory life's ſhort harveſt yields, 
Shall I not force ſome widow'd dame to tear 155 

With frantic hands her long diſhevell'd hair? 


Shall I not force her breaſt to heave with ſighs, 


And the ſoft tears to trickle from her eyes! 


Yes, I ſhall give the fair thoſe mournful charms 

In vain you hold me Hence | my arms, my arms! 

Soon ſhall the eee torrent ſpread ſo wide, 161 

That all ſhall know, Achilles ſwells the tide, 
My ſon, (cœrulean Thetis made reply, 

To fate ſubmitting with a ſecret ſigh,) 

The hoſt to ſuccour, and thy friends co ſave, 165 


Is worthy thee; the duty of the brave, 
But canſt thou, naked, iſſue to the plains ? 1 


Thy radiant arms the Trojan foe detains. 

Inſulting Hector bears the ſpoils on high, 

But vainly glories, for his fate is nigh, 170 
Yet, yet a while, thy gen rous ardour tay; | 
Aſſur'd, I meet thee at the dawn of day, 
Charg'd with refulgent arms, (a glorious load), 
Vulcanian arms, the labour of a Gad. 
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Then turning to the daughters of the main, 175 

The Goddeſs thus diſmiſs'd her azure train, 
Ve ſiſter Nereids! to your deeps deſcend ; 

Haſte, and our father's ſacred ſeat attend; 

I' go to find the architect divine, | 

Where vaſt Olympus” Aer, ſummits ſhine: 180 

So tell our hoary fire—— This charge ſhe gave: N 

The ſea green ſiſter plunge beneath the wave: 

T het1s once more aſcends the bleſs'd abodes, 

And treads the brazen threſhold of the Gods. 

And now the Greeks, from furious HeRor's force, 

Urge to broad Helleſpont their headlong courſe : 186 
Nor yet their chiefs Patroclus's body bore | 

| Safe through the tempeſt to the tented ſhore, 

The horſe, the foot, with equal fury join'd, 

Pour'd on the rear, and thunder'd cloſe behind: 190 

And like a flame through fields of ripen'd corn, 

The rage of Hector oer the ranks was borne, 

Thrice the flain hero by the foot he drew; 

Thrice to the ſkies the Trojan clamours flew: | 

As oft th' Ajaces his aſſault ſuſtain; 195 

But check'd, he turns; repuls'd, attacks gain. 
With fiercer ſhouts hi ling'ring troops he fires, 

Nor yields a ſt-p, nor from his poſt retires; 

So watchful ſhepherds ſtrive to force, in vain, 

The hungry lion from a carcaſe ſlain, 200 

 Ev'n yet Patroclus had he bo:ne away, 1 

And all the glories of th' extended day: 

Had not high Juno, from the realms of air, 

Secret, diſpatch'd her truſty meſſenger. | 

The various Goddeſs of the ſhow'ry bow, 205 

Shot in a whirlwind to the ſhore below; 5 

To great Achilles at his ſhips ſhe came, 

And thus began the many colour'd dame, 

Riſe, ſon of Peleus! rife divincly brave! 

Aſſiſt the co mbat, and Patroclus ſave: 210 
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For him the ſlaughter to the fleet they ſpread, 
And fall by mutual wounds around the dead. 
To drag him back to Troy the foe contends: 
Nor with his death the rage of Hector ends: 
A prey to dogs he dooms the corſe to lie, 


And marks the place to fix his head on high. 


Rite, and prevent (if yet you think of fame) 
Thy friend's diſgrace, thy own eternal ſhame! 


Who ſends thee, Goddeſs! from th' æthereal ſkies | 2 


Achilles thus. And Iris thus replies. 
I come, Pelides! from the queen of Jove, 
Th' immortal empreſs of the realms above; 
Unknown to him who fits remote on Mich. 
Unknown to all the ſynod of the ſky. 

Thou com'ſt in vain, he cries, (with fury warm'd, 2 

Arms I have none, and can I fight unarm'd! 4 
Dawilling as | am, of force I ſtay, | 

Till Thetis bring me at the dawn of day 
Vulcanian arms: what other can I wield; 

Except the mighty Telzmonion ſhield ? 

That, in my friend's defence, has Ajax ſpread, 
While his ſtrong lance around him heaps the dead: 
The gallant chief defends Mœnetius' ſon, 

And does, what his Achilles ſhould have done. 

Thy want of arms (faid Iris) well we know, 235 
But though unarm'd, yet clad in terrors, go! 

Let but Achilles o'er yon trench appear; 

Proud Troy ſhall tremble, and conſent to fear: 

Greece, from one glance of that tremendous eye, 
Shull take new-courage, and Ciſdain to fly. 240 

SBhbe ſpoke, and paſs d in air. The hero roſe; 

Her ægis Pallas o'er his ſhoulder throws ; 

Around his brows a golden cloud ſhe ſpread ; 

A ſtream of glory flim'd above his head, | 

As when fro ſome beleaguer'd town ariſe 245 


The ſmokes, high curling to the ſhaded ſkies; 


215 
225 


230 
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| (Seen from ſome iſland, o'er the main afar, 

When men diſtreſs'd hang out the ſign of war); 
Soon as the ſun in ocean hides his rays, | 
Thick on the hills the flaming beacons blaze; 250 
With long prejected beams the ſeas are bright, 
And heav'ns high arch reflects the ruddy light: 

So from Achilles' head the ſplendours riſe, 
Reflecting blaze on blaze againſt the ſkies, 

Forth march'd the chief, and diſtant from the croud, 
High on the rampart rais'd his voice aloud; 256 

With her own ſhout Minerva {weils the ſound ; | 
Troy ſtarts aſtoniſk'd, and the ſhores rebound, 

As the lond trumpet's brazen mouth from far | 
With ſhrilling clangour ſounds th' alarm of war, 269 

Struck from the walls, the echoes flo:t on high, 

And the round bu/warks and tnick tow'rs reply; 

So high his brazen voice the hero r-ar'd : 
Hoſts drop their arms, and trem'»led as they heard; 
And back tbe charriots roll, and courſers bound, 265 5 
And fieeds and nen li- mingled on the ground. 
Aghaſt they ſee the living lightnings play, 

And turn their eye balls from the flaſhing ray. 
Thrice from the trench his dreadful voice he rais'd; 

And thrice they fled, confounded and amaz'd. 270 

Twelve in the tumult wedg'd, untimely ruſh'd 
On their own ſpears, by their own chariots cruſh'd: 
While ſhielded from the darts, the Greeks obtain 

The long contended carcaſe of the ſlain. 

A lofty bier the breathleſs warrior bears: 275 
Around, his ſad companions melt in tears. 
But chief Achilles, bending down his head, 
Pours unavailing ſorrows o'er the dead, 
Whom late triumphant with his ſteeds and car, 

He ſeit refulgent to the field of war; 280 
(Unhappy change!) ; now ſenſelefs, pale, he found 
Stretch'd forth, and gaſl''d with many a gaping wound. 
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Meantime, unweary'd with his heav' nly way, 
In ocean's waves th' unwilling light of day 


Quench'd his red orb, at Juno's high command, 285 


And from their labours eas'd th' Achaian band, 
The frighted Trojans (panting from the war, 
Their ſteeds unharneſs'd from the weary car) 

A ſudden counſel call'd: each chief oppenr's. 


| - In haſte, and ſtanding, for to ſit they fear d. 290 
| »Twas now no ſeaſon for prolong'd debate; es 


They ſaw Achilles, and in him their fate, 
Silent they ſtood: Polydamas at laſt, 
Skill'd to diſcern the future by the paſt, 
The ſon of Panthus, thus expreſs'd his fears; 
(The friend of Hector, and of equal years; 
The ſelf ſame night to both a being gave, 5 
One wiſe in council, one in action brave. 
In free debate, my friends, your ſentence ſpeak; 

For me, I move, before the morning break, 300 
Jo raiſe our camp too dang'rous here our poſt, 
Far from Troy walls, and on a naked coaſt. 
I deenv'd not Greece ſo dreadful, while engag'd 
In mutual feuds, her king and hero rag'd; 
Then, while we hop'd our armies might prevail, 305 
Wie boldly camp'd beſide a thouſand ſail. 
I dread Pelides now: his rage of mind 

Not long continues to the ſhores confin'd, 
Nor to the fields, where long in equal fray 


Contending nations won and loft the day; 310 


For Troy, for Troy ſhall henceforth be the ſtrife, 
And the hard conteſt not for fame, but life, 
Haſte then to Ilion, while the fav'ring night 

Detains thoſe terrors, keeps that arm from fight; 
If but the morrow's ſun behold us here, 315 
That arm, thoſe terrors, we ſhall feel, not fear; ; 

And hearts that now diſdain, fhail leap with j joy, 

If heav'n permit them then to enter Troy, 


2785 
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Let not my fatal prophecy be true, | 
Nor what I trem le but to think, enſue, 8320 
Whatever be our fate, yet let us try ys 
What force of thought and reaſon can ſupply ; 
Let us on counſel for our guard depend; 
The town, her gates and bu!warks ſhall defend. 
When morning dawns, our well-appointed pow'rs, 325 
Array'd in arms, ſhali line the loſty tow'rs, 
Let the fierce hero then, when fury calls 
Vent his mad vengeance on our rocky walls, 
Or fetch a thouſand circles round the plain, 1 
Till his ſpent courſers ſeek the fleet again: 230 
So may his rage be tir'd, and labour'd down; | 
And dogs ſhall tear him ere he ſack the town, 
Return? (iaid Hector, fir'd with ſtern ditdain) ; 
What coop whole armies in our walls again? 
Was't not enough, ye valiant warriors, ſay, 333 
Nine years impriſon'd in thoſe tow'rs ie lay? _ 
Wide o'er the world was Thon fam'd of old 
For braſs exhauſtleſs, and for mines of gold: 
But while inglorious in her walls we ſay'd, | 
Sunk were her treaſures, and her ſtores decay'd; 340 2 | 
The Phrgyians now her ſcatter'd ſpoils enjoy, | 
And proud Mzonia waſtes the fruits of Troy. 
Great Jove at length my arms to conqueſt calls, 
And ſhuts the Grecians in their wooden walls: 
Dar'ſt thou diſpirit whom the Gods incite? 345 
Flies any Trojan? I ſhall ſtop his flight. : 
To better counſel then attention lend; | 
Take due refreſhment, and the watch attend. vn 
If there be one whoſ: riches coſt him care, 
Forth let him bring them for the troops to ſhare ; 350 
lis better gen'rouſl; beſtow'd on thoſe, 
Than left the plunder of our country's foes, 
Soon as the morn the purple orient warms, 
Fierce on yon navy will we pour our arms. 
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If great Achilles riſe in all his might, 334 
His be the danger: I ſhall ſtand the fight. FOES 
Honour, ye Gods! or let me gain, or give 


And live hz glorious, whoſoe'er ſhall live! 

Mars is our common Lord, alike to all; 

And oft the victor triumphs, but to fall. 0 
The ſhouting hoſt in loud ee join d: 


So Pallas robb'd the many of their mind; 
To their own fenſe condemn'd, and left to chuſe 
| T he worſt advice, the better to refuſe, 


While the long Night extends her ſable reign, 265 . 
Around Patroclus mourn d the Grecian train, 
Stern in ſuperior grief Pelides ſtood 


|= Thoſe flaught'ring arms, ſo us d to bathe in blood, 
| Now claſp his clay cold limbs: then guſhing Cart 


The tears, and ſighs burſt from bis ſwelling heart, 370 
The lion thus, with dreadful anguiſh flung, 


R dars through the deſart, and demands his young: 
When the grim ſavage, to his rifled den 
Too late returning, ſnuffs the track of men, 
And o'er the vales and o'er the foreſt bounds; 375 
His clam'rous grief the bellowing wood reſounds. 


So grieves Achilles; and impetuous, vents 
To all his Myrmidons, his loud laments. 

In what vain promiſe, Gods! did I engage, 
When, ta conſole Menetins' feeble age, 380 
I vow'd his much lov'd offspring to reſtore, 
Charg'd with rich ſpoils, to fair Opuntia's ſhore? , 
But mighty Jove cuts ſhort, with juſt diſdain, 


The long, long views of poor, deſigning man! 
One fate the warrior and the friend ſhall ſtrike, 385 
And Troy's black ſands muſt drink our blood alike: = 


Me too a wretched mother ſhall deplore, 
An aged father never ſee me more ! a 
Yet, my Patroclus! yet a ſpace I ſtay, 


3 ſwift purſue thee on n the darkſome way, 390 
Vox. II. G 


— 
r 


A r 3 
1 — ® 


145 HOMERs ILIAD. Book XVIII. 


Ere thy dear relics in the grave are laid, 
Shall Hector's head be offer'd to thy ſhade; 


That, with his arms, ſhall hang before thy f ſhrine; * 
And twelve the nobleſt of the Trojan line, 8 


Sacred to vengeance, by.this hand expire; 395 
Their lives effus'd around thy flaming pyre. 


Thus let me lie till then! thus, cloſely preſt, 


Bathe thy cold face, and fob upon thy breaſt! 


7 While Trojan captives here thy mourners Ry, 
Weep all the night, and murmur all the day: 400 


Spoils of my arms, and thine; when, waſting wide, 
Our ſwords kept time, and conquer'd fide by fide. 
He ſpoke, and bid the fad attendants round 


_ Cleanſethe pale corſe, and waſh each honour'd wound, 


A maſſy caldron, of ſtupendous frame, 405 
They brought, and plac'd it o'er the riſing flame: 
Then heap the lighted wood; the flame divides 


Beneath the vaſe, and chmbs around the ſides: 


In its wide womb they pour the ruſhing ſtream; ; 
The boiling water bubbles to the brim, 410 


The body then they bathe with pious toil, 


Embalm the wounds, anoint the limbs with oil, 
High on a bed of ſtate extended laid, 


And decent cover'd with a linen ſhade; | 
Laſt o'er the dead the milk-white veil they threw; 5 415 


That done, their ſorrows and their ſighs renew. 
Meanwhile to Juno, in the realms above, 
His wife and ſiſter, ſpoke almighty Jove. 


At laſt thy will prevails: great Peleus' ſon 


Riſes in arms; ſuch grace thy Greeks have won, 420 


Say, (for I know not), is their race divine, 


And thou the mother of that martial line? 

What words are theſe? (th' imperial dame replies, 
While anger flaſh'd from her majeſtic eyes). 
Succour like this a mortal arm might lend, 425 
And ſuch ſucceſs mere human wit attend: 
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And ſhall not 1, the ſecond pow'r above, > 


That plac'd on living wheels of maſſy gold, 
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Heav n's queen, and conſort of the thund'ring Jove, 

Say, ſhall not I, one nation's fate command, 

Not wreak my vengeance on one guilty land? 
So they. Meanwhile the ſilver- footed dame 

Reach'd the Vulcanian dome, eternal frame! ** 

High eminent amid the works divine, 


Where heiv'a's far-beaming brazen manſions ſkine, DN 


There the lame architect the Goddeſs found, 


435 
Obſcure in ſmoke, his for ges flaming round, Go 
While bath'd in ſweat from fis e to fire he flew ; 
And pulling loud, the roaring bellows blew. 
'That day no common taſk his labour claim'd: 
Full twenty tripods for his hall he fram'd, 


( Wondrous to tell), inftin& with ſpirit roll'd 

From place to place, around the bleſs'd abodes, 

Self. mov'd, obedient to the beck of Gods: 

For their fair handles now, o' erwrought with flow'rs, 


In molds prepar d, the glowing ore he pours, 9 


Juſt as reſponſive to his trought the ſrame, 

Stood prompt to niove, the azure Goddets came: 
Charis, his ſpouſe, a grace divinely fair, 

(With purple fillets round her braided hair), 450 
Obſerv'd her ent'ring; her ſoft hand the preſs' d, 


And ſmiling, thus the wat'ry queen addreſs'd. 


What, Goddeſs! this unuſual favour draws? 
All hail, and welzore! whatſoe'cr the cauſe: 


Till now a itranger, in a bappy hour. - 455 | 


Approach, and taſte the dainties of the bow' r. 
High on a throne, with ſtars of ſilver grac'd, 


And various artifice, the queen ſhe plac d 


A footſtool at her ſe:t: then calling, ſaid, 5 
Vulcan, draw near, 'tis Thetis aſks $ your aid, 450 
Thetis, (reply'd the God), our pow'rs may claim, 
An ever dear, an ever honour'd name! 
8 2 
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When my proud mother hutl'd me from the ſky, 
(My aukward form, it ſeems, diſpleas'd her eye), 

She, and Eury nome, my griefs redreſt, 465 
And ſoft receiv'd me on their ſilver breaſt. 

_Ev*n then, theſe arts employ'd my infant thought; 


Chains, bracelets, pendants, all their toys I wrought, - 


Nine years kept ſecret in the dark abode, „ 
Secure I lay conceal'd from man and God: 470 
Deep in a cavern'd rock my days were led; 1 5 
The ruſhing ocean murmur'd o'er my head. 


Now ſince her preſence glads our manſion, ſay, 
For ſuch deſert what ſervice can I pay? 


Vouchſafe, O Thetis ! at our board to ſhare 475 
The genial rites, and hoſpitable fare e 


While the labours of the forge forego, 


And bid the roaring bellows ceaſe to blow. 
Ihen from his anvil the lame artiſt roſe; 


| Wide with diſtorted legs oblique he goes, 4£0 


And ſtills the bellows, and (in order laid) 


Locks in their cheſts his inſtruments of trade, 
Then with a ſponge the footy workman dreſt 
His brawny arms imbrown'd, and hairy breaſt, 


With his huge ſceptre grac'd, and red attire, 485 


Came halting forth the ſov'reign of the fire: 
The monarch's ſteps two female forms uphold, 


That mov'd and breath'd, in animated gold: 


To whom was voice, and ſenſe, and ſcience giv'n 
Of works divine (ſuch wonders are in heav'n ) 490 
On theſe ſupported, with unequal gait, 


He reach'd the throne where penſive Thetis ſat : 


There plac'd beſide her on the ſhining frame, 
He thus addreſs'd the filver-footed dame, 


Thee, welcome Goddeſs ! what occaſion calls 495 
(So long a ſtranger) to theſe honour'd walls? 
*Tis thine, fair Thetis, the command to lay, 
Ang Vulcan's joy and duty to obey, 
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To whom the mournful mother thus replies 
(The cryſtal drops ſtood trembling in her eyes), 500 
Oh Vulcan! ſay, was ever breaſt divine POS 
So pierc'd with ſorrows, fo o'erwhelm'd as mine? 
Of all the Coddeſſes, did Jove prepare 
For Thetis only ſuch weight of care? 
I, only I, of all the wat ry. ee, 385 
By force ſubjected to a man's embrace, 1 
Who, ſinking now with age and ſorrow, pays 
The mighty fine impos'd on length of days, 
Sprung from my bed, a godlike hero came, - 
The braveſt ſure that ever bore the name; 510 
Like ſome fair plant beneath my careful hand 
He grew, he flouriſh'd, and he grac'd the lands 
To Troy J ſent him, but his native ſhore 
Never, ah never, ſhall receive him more ; 5 
(KEv'n while he lives, he waſtes with ſecret wo); 515 
Nor I, a Goddeſs, can retard the blow! | 
Robb'd of the prize the. Grecian ſuffrage gave 
The king of nations forc'd his royal ſlave: 
For this he griev'd ; and till the Greeks oppreſs'd, 
Requir'd his arm, he ſorrow'd unredreſs'd. 520 
Large gifts they promiſe, and their elders ſend; 
In vain——He arms not, but permits his friend 
| His arms, his ſeeds, his forces to employ ; 
He marches, combats, almoſt conquers Troy: 
Then ſlain by Phœbus, (Hector had the name), 525 
At once reſigns his armour, life, and fame, 
But thou, in pity, by my pray'r be won: 
Grace with immortal arms this thort-liv'd fon, 
And to the field in martial pomp reſtore, 
To ſhine with glory, till he ſhines no more! 539 
To her the Artiſt - god. Thy griefs reſign, 
| Secure, what Vulcan can, is ever thine, _ 
O could I hide him from the fires as well, 
Or with theſe hands the cruel ſtroke repel, 
G 3 
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As I ſhall ſorge moſt envy'd arms, the gaze 535 
Of wondring ages and the world's amaze ! 

Thus having faid, the father of the fires 


- To the beck laboors of his forge retires. 


Soon as he bad them blow, the bellows turn'd 
Their iron mouths ; and where the furnace burn'd, 540 
Reſounding breath'd: at once the blaſt expires, 


And twenty forges catch at once the fires; 


Jaſt as the God directs, now loud, now low, 

They raiſe a tempeſt, or they gently blow, 

In hiſſing flames huge ſilver bars are rollld, 545 
And ſtubborn braſs, and tin, and ſolid gold: 


Be fore, deep fix'd, th' eternal anvils and ; 


The pond'rous hammer loads his better hand; : 

His left with tongs turns the vex'd metal round, 549 

And thick, ſtrong ſtrokes, the doubling vaults rebound. 
Then firſt be form'd th? immenſe and ſolid ſhield; 


Rich, various artifice emblaz'd the field; 


Its utmoſt verge a threefold circle bound; 
A filver chain ſuſpends the maſſy round; 
Five ample plates the broad expanſe compoſe, [23M 
And godlike labours on the ſurface rofe, 


There ſhone the image of the maſter-mind ; 
There earth, there heav'n, there ocean he defign'd ; 
Th' unweary'd ſun, the mcon completely round; 
The ſtarry lights that heav'n's high convex Sen d 3 


The Pleiads, Hyads, with the northern team; | 561 
And great Orion's more refulgent beam; 


To which, around the axle of the ſæy, 
The Bear revolving, points his golden eye, 


Still ſhines exalted on th' æthereal plain, 563 
Nor bathes his blazing forehead in the main. 
Two cities radiant on the ſhield appear, 

The i image one of peace, and one of war, 
Here ſacred pomp, and genial feaſt delight, 
And ſolemn dance, and Hymenzal rite ; 
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Along the ſtreet the new-made brides are led, 
With torches flaming to the nuptial bed: 
| The youthful labors in a circle bound 
To the ſoft flute, and cittern's filver found : | 
Through the fair ſtreets, the matrons in a row, 575 
stand in their porches, and enjoy the ſnow. 
There, in the forum far u a num'rous train: 
The ſubje& of debate, a townſ man ſlin: 
One pleads the fine diſcharg'd, which one deny' 'd, 


And bade the public and the laws decide ; Z 530 : 


The witneſs is produc'd on ei her had; 

For this, or that, the partiai people hens 8 

1h' appointed heralds ſtill the noity bands, 

And form a ring, with ſceptres in their hands; 

On ſeats of ſtone, within the ſacred place, 585 
The rev'rend elders nodded o'er the caſe; . 
Alternate, each th' atteſting ſceptre took, 

And riſing ſolemn, each his ſentence ſpoke. 

Two golden talents lay amidſt, in ſight, 


The prize ot him who beſt adjudg' the right, 590 


Another part (a proſpect diff ring far) 
Glow'd with refulgent arms, and horrid war, 
Two mighty hoſts a leaguer'd town embrace, 
And one would pillage, one would burn the place. 


Meantime the townſmen, arm'd with filent care, 595 


A ſecret ambulh for the foe prepare: 
Their wives, their children, and the watchful band 
Of trembling parents, on the turrets ſtand, 
They march;; by Pallas and by Mars made bold: 
Gold were the Gods, their radiant garments gold, 0 
And geld their armour: theſe the ſquadron led, 
Augult, divine, ſuperior by the head!  —- 
A place for ambuſh fit they found, and flood | 
Cover'd with ſhields, beſide a ſilver flood. 
Two ſpies at diſtance lurk, and watchful ſeem 605 
11 theep or oxen ſeek the winding ſtream, 
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Soon the white flocks proceeded o'er the plains, - 
And ſteers ſlow-moving, and two ſhepherd-ſwains ; 


Behind them, piping on their reeds, they go, 
Nor fear an ambuſh, nor ſuſpect a foe. 610 
In arms the glitt'ring ſquadron riſing round, 


Ruſh ſudden ; hills of ſlaughter heap the ground, 


Whole flocks and herds lie bleeding on the plains, 


And, all amidſt them, dead, the ſhepherd- ſwains! 
The bellowing oxen the beſiegers hear; 615 


They riſe, take horſe, approach, and meet the war; ; 
They fight, they fall, beſide the ſilver flood; 
The waving ſilver beam d to bluſh with blood. 


There tumult, there contention Rood confelt; _ 
One rear'd a dagger at a captive's brealt, 620 
One held a living foe, that freſhly bled 

With new-made wounds; another dragg'd a dead; 


Now here, now there, the carcaſes they tore: 
Fate ſtalk'd amidſt them, grim with human gore. 


And the whole war came out, and met the eye; 625 


And each bold figure ſeem'd to live or die. 


A field deep ſurrow'd, next the God deſign'd, 


Jhe third time labour'd by the ſweating hind; 


The ſhining ſhares full many plopghmen guide, | 
And turn their crooked yokes on ev'ry fide. 630 


Still as at either end they wheel around, 


The maſter meets them with his goblet erown'd; 
The hearty draught rewards, renews their toil, 
Then back the turning ploughſhares cleave the ſoil: 


Behind the riſing earth, in ridges, roll'd; 635 


And ſable look'd, tho' form'd of molten gold. 
Another field roſe high with waving grain; 
With bended fickles ſtand the reaper-train : 
Here ſtretch'd in ranks the levell'd ſwarths are found ; 25 
Sheaves heap'd on ſneaves, here thicken up the ground. 
With ſweeping ſtroke the mowers ſtrow the lands; 641 
The gath rers follow and collect in banda 
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And laſt the children, in whoſe arms are born 
( Too ſhort to gripe them) the brown ſheaves of corn. 


The ruſtic monarch of the field deſcries 645 


With filent glee the heaps around him riſe. 
A ready banquet on the turf is luid, 
Beneath an ample oak's expanded hade. 


The victim- ox the ſturdy youth prepare; 


The reapers due repaſt, the womens care. 650 


Next, ripe in yellow gold, a vineyard ſhines, 


Bent with the pond'rous harveſt of the vines; 
A deeper dye the dangling cluſters ow, 


And curl'd on ſilver props, in order glow : 


A darker metal mix'd, intrench'd the place; 655 


And pales of glitt'ring tin th' incloſure grace. 
To this, one path-way gently winding leads, 
Where march a traia with baſkets on their heads, 


(Fair maids, and blooming youths), that ſmiling bear 
The purple product of the autumnal year, 660 


To theſe the youth awakes the trembling crings, 


Whoſe tender lay the fate of Linus ſings; 
In meaſur'd dance behind him move the train, 


Tune loft the voice, and anſwer to the rain, 


Here, herds of oxen march, ere& and bold, me 
Rear high their horns, and ſeem to low in old, 


And ſpeed to meadows on whoſe ſounding ſhores 

A rapid torrent thro' the ruſhes roars: 

Four golden herdſmen as their guardians ſand, 
And nine ſour dogs compleat che ruſtie band. 678 
Two lions ruſhing from the wood appear'd, 


And ſeiz'd a bull, the maſter of the herd: 


He roar'd: in vain the dogs, the men withſtood; 
They tore his fleſh, and drank the ſable blood, 


The dogs (oft cheer'd in vain) deſert the prey, 675 
Dread the grim terrors, and at diſtance bay, 


Next this, the eye the art of Vulcan leads 
ep thro' fair foreſts, and a length of meads; 
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And ſtalls, and folds, and ſcatter'd cots between; 


And fleecy flocks, that whiten all the ſcene, 680 


A figur'd dance ſucceeds ; ſuch once was ſeen 


"ms lofty Gnoſſus, for the Cretan queen, 


Form'd by Dædalean art: a comely band 


Of youths and maidens, bounding hand in hand; 


The maids in ſoft ſimars of linen dreſt;, 683 


The youths all graceful in the gloſſy n 
Of thoſe the locks with flow'ry wreaths inroll'd; 
Of theſe the ſides adorn'd with ſwords of gold, 
That glitt'ring gay, from filver belts depend. 
Now all at once they riſe, at once deſcend, 690 


With well-taught feet: now ſhape in oblique ways, 
Confus'dly regular, the moving maze : 


Nov forth at once, too ſwift for ſight they ſpring, | 


And undiſtinguiſh'd blend the flying ring: : 
So whirls a wheel, in giddy circles tolt, 695 
And, rapid as it runs, the fingle ſpokes are loſt, 
The gazing multitudes admire around : 

Two active tumblers in the centre bound; 

Now high, now low, their pliant limbs they bend; 


And gen'ral ſongs the ſprightly revel end. + PEG 


Thus the broad ſhield complete the artiſt crown'd 
With his laſt hand, and pour'd the ocean round: _ 


In living ſilver ſeem'd the waves to roll, 


And beat the buckler's verge, and bound the whole, 


This done, whate'er a warrior's uſe requires, 75 


He forg'd; the euiraſs that outſhines the fires, 


The greaves of ductile tin, the helm impreſt 


With various ſculpture, and the go den creſt, 
At Thetis' feet the finiſh'd labour lay; 


She, as a falcon, cuts th' aereal way, _ 710 


Swift from Olympus' ſnowy ſummit flies, 


And bears the blazing preſent thro' the ſkies. 
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THE ARGUMENT. L — 0 
The reconciliation of Achilles and A gamemnon. 


| 
Thetis br ings to ber ſon the armour made by LV ulcan. | 9 
"| 

She preſerves the body of his friend from corruption, 

and commands him to aſſemble the army, to declare 
his reſentment at an end. Agamemnon and Achilles 
are felemnly reconciled : the ſpeeches, preſents, and | 
ceremonies on that occaſion, Achilles is with great 1 
digicully perſuaded io refrain from the battle till the : 
troops have refreſhed themſelves, by the advice af U «+ P 
lies. The preſents are conveyed te the tent of A» _ 9 
chilles; where Briſeis laments over the body of Pa- | 
troclus. The hero obſtinately refuſes all repaſt, and 1 
gives himſelf up to-lamentalions for his friend. Mie | b 
nerva deſcends to ſtrengthen him, by the order of Fu- ö 
fiter, He arms for the fight: bis appearance de- 
ferihed, He addreſſes himſelf to his horſes, and re- 
proaches them with the death of Patroclus, One of 
them is miraculouſly endued with voice, and 7 ir- 
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ed to propheſy his fate; but the hero, not aftoniſhed 
_ by that prodigy, ruſhes with fury to the combat, 


The thirtieth day. The ſcene is on the ſea. ſhore, 


O ON as Aurora heay'd her orient head 
Above the waves, that bluſh'd with early red, 
(With new-born day to gladden mortal fight, 
And gild the courts of heav'n with ſacred light), 
TH immortal arms the Goddeſs mother bears 3 
Swift to her ſon: her ſon ſhe finds in tears 
Stretch'd o'er Patroclus' corſe ; while all the reſt 
Their ſov'reign's ſorrows in their own expreſt. 
A ray divine her heav'nly preſence ſhed, Z 
And thus, his hand ſoft touching, Thetis ſaid. 10 
Suppreſs {my ſon) this rage of grief, and know : 
It was not man, but heav'n that gave the blow; 
ehold what arms by Vulcan are beſtow'd, 
Arms worthy thee, or fit to grace a God. 

Then drept the radiant burden on the ground: 
Clang the ſtrong arms, and ring the ſhores . 
Back ſhrink the Myrmidons with dread ſurpriſe, 

And from the broad effulgence turn their eyes. 

Vnmov'd, the hero kiodles at the ſhow, 

Ad feels with rage divine his boſom glow ; „„ 
From his fierce eye balls living flames expire, 

And flaſh inceſſant like a ſtream of fire: 

He turns the radiant gift, and feeds his mind 

On all th' immortal artiſt had defign'd, 

Goddeſs! (he cry'd), theſe glorious arms that ſhine 
With matchleſs art, confeſs the hand divine. 46 
Now to the bloody battle let me bend: ; 5 
But ah! the relies of my ſlaughter'd friend ! 

In thoſe wide wounds thro' which his ſpirit fled, 
shall flies, and worms obſcene, pollute the dead? 30 
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That unavailing care be laid aſide, 

(The azure Goddeſs to her ſon reply'd); _ 
Whole years untouch'd, uninjur'd ſhal! remain, 
Freſh as in life, the carcaſe of the lain, 


But go, Achilles, (as affairs require), . 35 


| Before the Grecian peers renounce thine ire: 
Then uncontroll'd in boundleſs war engage, 
And heav'n with arength ſupply the mighty rage! 
Then in the neftrils of the flain ſhe pour'd 


Nectareous drops, and rich ambrofii ſhow'r'd 8 40 


O'er all the corſe. The fles forbid their pr ey, | 
Untouch'd it reſts, and ſacred ſrom decay. 


Achilles to the ſtrand obedient went : 


The ſhores reſounded with the voice he ſent, 


The heroes heard, and all the naval train 2: ah 


That tend the ſhips, or guide them o'er the main, 
Alarm'd, tranſported at the well known ſound, 
Frequent and full the great aſſembly crown'd ; 
Studious to ſee that terror of the plain, 

Long loſt to battle, ſhine in arms again. 50 
Tydides and Ulyſſes firſt appear, 5 = 
Lame with their wounds, and leaning on ah ſpear; 
Theſe on the ſacred ſeats of council plac'd, 

The king of men, Atrides came the laſt: 


He too ſore wounded by Agenor's ſon, 35 


Achilles (riſing in the midat) begun. 

Oh monarch ! better far had 1 the fate 
Of thee, of me, of all the Grecian ſtate, 
If (ere the day when by mad paſſion ſway'd, 


Rath we contended for the black-ey'd maid), 60 


Preventing Dian had diſpatch'd her dart, 

And ſhot the ſhining miſchief to the heart! 

Then many a hero had not preſs'd the ſnore, 
Nor Troy's glad fields been fatten'd with our gore: 
Long, long ſhall Greece the woes we caus'd, N 


And ſad poſterity repeat the tale, 566 
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But this, no more the ſubject of debate, 

Is paſt, forgotten, and reſign'd to fate: 

Why ſhould (alas!) a mertal man, as [ 
Burn with a fury that can never die? 

ere then my anger ends; let war ſucceed, 

, . Fl even as Greece has bled, let Ilion bleed. 
Now call the hoſts, and try, if in our ſizht, 

Troy yet ſhall dare to camp a tecond ni iht: 


1 deem, their mightieſt, when this arm he knows, 
shall *ſcape with tranſport, and with joy repoſe. 


70 


75 


He ſaid: his finiſn'd wrath with loud acclaim 


The Greeks accept, and ſhout Pelides' name. 


When thus, not rifing from his lofty throne, 


| In ſtate unmov'd, the king of men begun. 


Hear me, ye Fore of Greece with ſilence hear! 


And grant your m narch an impartial ear; 
A while your loud, untimely joy ſuſpend, 
And let your raſh, injurious clamours end: 
Unruly murmurs, or ill tim'd applauſe; 


Wrong the beſt ſpeaker, and the juſteſt cauſe, _ 
Nor charge on me, ye Greeks, the dire debate: 


Know, angry Jove, and all compelling Fate, 
With fell Erinnys, urg'd my wrath that day 
When from Achilles' arms I forc'd the prey. 
What then could I, againſt the will of heav'n? 
Not by mylelf, but vengeful Ate driv'n; 
She, Jove's dread daughter, fated to infeſt 
The race of mortals, enter*d in my breaſt, 
Not on the ground that haughty fury treads, 
But prints her lofty footſteps on the heads 

Of mighty men; inflicting as ſhe goes 

Long feſt'ring wounds, inextricable woes! 

Of old the ſtalk'd amid the bright abodes; 
And Jove himſelf, the fire of men and Gods, 


Tie world's great ruler, felt her venom'd dart; 


Deceiv' d by Juno's wiles, and female art. 


TH 
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100 


She puſh'd her ling ring infant into life: 


For when Alemena's nine long months were run, 
And Jore expected Ins immor tal ton; 

To Gods and Goddeſſes th' unruly j joy 

He thow'd, and vaunted of his matchleſs boy: 
From us (he faid) this day an infant ſprings, 
Fated to rule, and born a king of kings. 
Saturnia aſk'd an oath, to vouch the truth, 
And fix dominion to the favour'd youth, 

The Thund rer, unſuſpicious of the fraud, 
Pronounc'd thoſe ſolemn words that bind a Cod. 
The joyful Goddeſs, from Olympus' height, 
swift to Achaian Argos bent her flight; 
Scarce ſev'n moons gone, lay Sthenelus' 5 wife; ; 


Her charms Alcmena's coming labours ſtay, 
And ſtop the babe, juſt faing to the day. 
Then bids Saturnius bear his oath i in mind: 

& A youth (ſaid ſhe) of Jove's immortal kind 

« Is this day born: from Sthenelus he ſprings, 
* And claims thy promile to be king of! Kings,” 
Grief ſeiz d the Trund'rer, by his oath engag'd; 
Stung to the ſoul, he ſorrow'd, and he . 
From his ambroſial head, where perch'd ſhe fat, 125. 
He ſnatch'd the Fury goddeſs of Debate, 

The dread, th' irrevocable oath he ſwore, 
Th'immortal feats ſhould ne'er behold her more; 
And whirl'd her headlong down, for ever driv'n 


From bright Olympus and the ſtarry heavin: 130 


'Thence on the nether world the fury fell 
Ordain'd with man's contentious race to Sell. 
Full oft the God his ſon's hard toils bemoan- d, 
Curs'd the dire fury, and in ſecret groan'd. 


Ev'n thus, like Jove himſelf was I miſled, 135 


While raging Hector heap'd our camps with dead. 
What can the errors of my rage atone? _ | 
My martial troops, my treaſures are thy own; : 


105 | 


110 


"ig 


120 


þ — 
— — 


5 2 
* 


160 HOME Rs I'L1A'D: Book AIX. 


This inſtant from the navy ſha!l be ſent 
W hate'er Ulyſſes promis'd at thy tents _ 140 
But thou! appeas'd, propitious to our pray'r 
Reſume thy arms, and ſhine again in war. 

O king of nations! whoſe 3 ay 
(Returns Achilles) all our holis obey! 
To keep or ſend the preſents, be thy care; 143 
To us, tis equal: all we aſk is war. 

While yet we talk, or but an inſtant ſhun 
The fight, our glorious work remains un done. 

Let ev'ry Greek, who ſees my ſpear confound Z 
The Trojan ranks, and deal deſtruction round, 159 
With emulation, what I at, ſurvey, 
And learn from thence the buſineſs of the day. 

The ſon of Peleus thus: and thus replies 

The great in councils, Ithacus the wile. 5 
Tho' godlike, thou art by no toils oppreſt, 155 
Ad leaſt our armies claim repaſt and reſt : 

Long and laborious muſt the combat be, 

When by the Gods inſpir'd, and led by thee 
Strength is deriv'd from ſpirits and from blocd, 
And thoſe augment by gen'rous wine and food; 160 
| What boaſtful fon of war, without that ay, | 
Can laſt a hero thro? a ſingle day ? 

Courage may prompt; but, ebbing out his Kren gih, 
Mere unſupported man muſt yield at length; . 
Shrunk with dry famine and with toils declin'd, 165 
The drooping body will defert the mind: 5 
But built anew with ſtrength conferring fare, 

With limbs and ſoul untam'd, he tires a war, 
Diſmiſs the people then, and give command, 


With ſtrong repaſt to hearten ev'ry band; 179 4 


But let the preſepts to Achilles made, 

In full aſſembly of all Greece be laid, 

The king of men ſhall riſe in public ſight, 
And ſolemn {wear, (obedient of the rite), 
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That ſpotleſs as ſhe came, the maid removes, 175 


' Pure from his arms, and guiltleſs of his loves, 
That done, a ſumptuous banquet ſhall be made, 
And the full price of injur'd get paid, 


Stretch not henceforth, O prince! thy ſov' reign might 9 
Beyond the bounds of reaſon and of right: 180 


Tis the chief praiſe that Cer to kings belong? d, 
To right with juſtice whom with pow'r they wrong'd. 
To him the monarch: Juſt is thy decree, 


| Thy words give joy, and wiſdom breathes 1 in thee. 
Each due atonement gladly I prepare, 1835 


And heav'n regard me as I juſtly ſwear! 

Here then a while let Greece aſſembled ſtay, 
Nor great Achilles grudge this ſhort delay; 
Till from the fleet our preſents be convey'd, 


And, Jove atteſting, the firm compact made. 190 


A train of noble youths the charge ſhall bear; ; 

Theſe, to ſelect, Ulyſſ:s, be thy care: 

In order rank'd let all our gifts en | 

And the fair train of captives cloſe the rear: 

Talthybius ſhall the victim boar convey, 195 

Sacred to Jove, and yon bright orb of day. Es 
For this (the ſtern Aacides replies) 

Some leſs important ſeaſon may ſuffice, 

When the ſtern fury of the war is o'er, 


And wrath extinguiſh'd burns my breaſt no more. 200 zh 


Ey Hector ſlain, their faces to the ſky, 

All grim with gapiag wounds, our heroes lie: 
Thoſe call to war! and might my voice incite, 
Now, now, this inſtant, ſhould commence the fight. 
Then, when the day's complete, let gen'rous bowls, 


And copious banquets, glad your weary ſouls, 205 


Let not my p late know the taſte of food, 
Till my inſatiate rage be cloy'd with blood: 
Pale lies my friend, with wounds disfigur'd o'er, 


And his cold feet are pointed tothe door. 210 


162 | HOMER%TILI A D. Bock XK. 
Revenge is all my ſou!! no meaner care, 
Int'reſt, or thought, has room to harbour there; 
Deſtruction be my feaſt, and mortal wounds, 
And ſcenes of blood, and agonizing ſounds. | 
O firſt of Greeks, (Ulyſſes thus r-join'd), 215 
The beſt and braveſt of the war ior kind! | 
Thy praiſe it is in dreadful camps to ſhine, 
But old experience and calm wiſdom mine. 
Then hear my counſel, and to reaſon yield, „ 
The braveſt ſoon are ſatiate of the field; 220 
Tho' vaſt he heaps that ſtrow the cri "ſon plain, 
The bloody harveſt brings but little gain: 
The ſcale of conqueſt ever wav'ring lies, 5 
Great Jove but gurns it, and the victor dies! n 
The great, the bold, by thouſands daily fall, 225 
And endleſs were the grief to weep for all. 8 
Eternal ſorrows what avails to ſhed? _ 
Greece honours not with ſolemn faſts the dead: 5 
Enough, when death demands the brave, to pay TT 
The tribute of a melancholy V 230 
One chief with patience to the grave reſign'd, 
Our care devolves on others left behind. 
Let gen'rous food ſupplies of ſtrength produce, 
Leet riſing ſpirits flow from ſprightly juice, TY 
Let their warm heads with ſcenes of battle glow, 23 8 
And pour new furies on the feeble foe. 
Yet a ſhort interval, and none ſhall dare 
Expect a ſecond ſummons to the war, 
Who waits for that the dire effects mall 6nd, 
If trembling in the ſhips he lags behind, 240 
Embodied, to the battle let us bend, 
And all at once on haughty Troy deſcend, 
And now the delegates Ulyiles ſent, _ 
To bear the preſents from the royal tent, 
The ſons of Neſtor, Phyleus valiant heir, 245 
'Thias and Merion, thunderbolts of war, 
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With Lycomedes of Creiontian ſtrain, 

And Melanippus, form'd the choſen train, 

Swift as the word was giv'n, the youth obey'd ; | 
Twice ten bright vaſes in the midſt was laid; 250 
A row of ſix fair tripods then ſucceeds ; 

And twice the number of high bounding ſteeds: | 

| Sev'n captives next a lovely line compo. e; 
The eighth Bri.eis, like the blooming roſe, 


Clos'd the bright band: great Ichacus, before, | 255 | 


Firſt of the train, the golden talents bore; 


. The reſt ia public view the chiefs gitpofe, 


A ſplendid ſcene! then Agamemnon roſe: 
The boar Talthybius held: the Grecian lord 


Drew the broad cutlace ſheath'd beſide his "RUIN" 260 


The ſtubborn briſtles from the victim's brow | 
He crops, and eff ring meditates his vow, 

His hands uplifted to th' atteſting ſkies, 
On heav'n's broad marble roof were fix'd his eyes; ; 
The ſolemn words a deep attention draw, 265 
And Greece around fat thrill'd with ſacred awe. 
Witneſs thou firſt! thou greateſt pow'r above! 
All-good, all wile, and all- rvieng Jove ! 

And mother earth, and heay'n's revolving light, 


And ye, ſell furies of the realms of night, 270 


Who rule the dead, and horrid woes prepare 
For perjur'd kings, and all who falſly (wear ! 
The black-ey'd maid inviolate removes, 
Pure and unconſcious of my manly loves, 


If this be falſe, heav'n all its vengeance ſhed, 275 


And levell'd thunder ſtrike my guilty head! 
Wich that, his weapon deep inf cts the wound; 
The bleeding favage tumbles to the ground, 
The ſacred herald rolls the victiin flain 


(A feaſt for kth) into the ſoaming main, 280 


Ihen thus Achilles, Fear, ye Greeks ! and know 
Whate'er we feel, *tis Jove infiits the wo: 
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Not elſe Atrides could our rage inflame, | 
Nor from my arms, unwilling, force the dame, 


*T was Jove's high wil! alone, o'er-ruling all, 985 


That doom'd our rife, and doom'd the Greeks to fall. 
Go then, ye chiefs! indulge the genial rite; 
Achilles waits ye, and expects the fight. 


I be ſpeedy council at his word adjourn'ds _ 
Too their black veſſels all the Greeks return d: 290 
Achilles ſought his tent. His train before x 


March'd onward, bending with the gitts they bore, 


Thoſe in the tents the ſquires induſtrious ſpread: 


The foaming courſers to the Ralls they led; 


To their new ſeats the female captives move: 295 
Briſeis, radiant as the queen of love, .- 


Slow as ſhe paſs'd, beheld with ſad ſurvey 
Where gaſh'd with cruel wounds, Patroclus lay. 
Prone on the body ſell the-heav'nly fair, 


Beat her ſad breaſt, and tore her- n hair; 300 
All beautiful in grief, her humid eyes, . 
Shining with tears, ſhe lifts, and thus ſhe cries, | 


Ah youth, for ever dear, for ever-kind, 
Once tender friend of my diſtracted mind | 


J left thee freſh in life, in beauty gay 305 


Now find thee cold, inanimated elay! 


What woes my wretched race of life — 2 


Sorrows on ſorrows, never doom'd to end! 
The firſt lov d conſort of my virgin bed 


Before theſe eyes in fatal battle bled : 310 
My three brave brothers, in one mournful day, „ Fac 


All trod the dark, irremeable way : 


Thy friendly bing uprear'd me from the la, 
And dry'd my ſorrows for a huſband ſlain ro 
Achilles' care you promis'd I ſhould prove, 315. 


The firſt, the deareſt partner of his love; 
That rites divine ſhould ratify the band, 
And make me emprels in his native land, . 


. — „„ rene ap" #7 400 1 - 


= | Ie bent to pleaſe him, this requeſt foi bear: 


| Neſtor, Idomeneus, Ulyſſes ſage, 
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Accept theſe grateful tears! ſor thee they flow, 13 
For thee, that ever felt another's wo! 320 


Her ſiſter captives echo'd groan for groan, 
: Nor mourn'd Patroclus' fortunes, but their own. 
The leaders preſs'd the chief on ev'ry fide; 

Unmov'd h: heard them, and with ſighs deny'd, 

If yet Achilles have a friend, whoſe care -325 

Till yonder ſun deſcend, ah let me pay 85 

To grief and anguiſh one abſtemious day. DE 

Hie ſpoke, and from the warriors turn'd his face: 2 
. Yet ſtill the brother kings of Atreus' race, 320 | 


And Phœnix, ſtrive to calm his grief and rage: 

His rage they calm not, nor his grief controul; 
lle groans, he raves, he ſorrows from his ſoul. 

Thou too, Patroclus! (thus, his heart he vents), 335 ; 

Once ſpread th' inviting banquet i in our tents: _ 

Thy ſweet ſociety, thy winning care, 

Once ſtaid Achilles, ruſhing to the war. 

But now, alas! to death's cold arms reſign” d, 3 

What banquet but revenge can glad my mind? 340 

What greater ſorrow could afflict my breaſt, 

What more, if hoary Peleus were deceaſt? 
Who now, perhaps, in Phthia dreads to hear 
His ſon's ſad fate, and drops a tender tear. 

What more, ſhould Neoptolemus the brave 

(My only offspring) ſink into the grave? 

If yet that offspring lives, 1 diſtant far, 

Of all neglectful, wage a hateful war. 

I could not this, this cruel ſtroke attend; 

Fate claim'd Achilles, but might ſpare his friend, 3 50 

I hop'd Patroclus might ſurvive, to rear 

My tender orphan with a parent's care, 


From Scyros iſle conduct him o'er the main, 5 
355 


343 


Aud glad his eyes with his paternal reign, 
The lofty palace, and the large domain, 
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For Polens breathes no more the vital air; 


Or drags a wretched life of age and care, 

But till the news of my ſad fate invades | 

His haſt'ning ſoul, and ſinks him to the ſhades, | 
Sighing he ſaid; his grief the heroes join'd, 3606 

Each ſtole a tear for what he left behind. ” 


Their ming'ed grief the ſire of heav'n ſurvey'd, 


And thus with pit) to his blue ey'd maid, 


Is then Achilles now no more thy care, 


And doſt thou thus deſert the great in war; 365 


Lo, where yon canvas ſails their wings extend, 


All comfortleſs he ſits, and wails his friend: 
Ere thirſt and want his forces have oppreſt, 
Haſte and infuſe ambraſia in his breaſt. 


He ſpoke; and ſudden at the word of Jove, 290 


Shot the deſcending Goidels from above. 

So ſwift from æther the dull H.rpy rings, | 

The wide air floating to her ample wings, 

To great Achilles ſh: her fight addreſt, | 
And pour'd divine ambroſia in his breaſt, 375 
With nectar ſweet, (refection of the Gods!) | 
Then ſwift aſcending, ſought the bright abodes. 


Nov iſſu'd from the ſhips the warrior train, 

And like a deluge pour'd upon the plain, 

As when the piercing blaſts of Boreas blow, 280 
And ſcatter o'er the fields the driving now; ; 
From duſky clouds the flcecy winter flies, 


Whoſe dazzling luſtre whi ens all the ſkizs : 8 
So helms ſucceeding hel us fo ſhields from thields 384 


Catch the quick beams, and brighten all the fields; 


Broad glitt'ring breaſt plates, ſpears with pointed rays 
Mix in one ſtream, reflecting blaze on blaze: | 
Thick beats the centre as the courſers bound [round, 
With ſplendour flame the Kies, and laugh the fields FOR 

Full in the midſt, hign tow'ring o'er the reſt, 390 
His limbs ia arms divine Achilles dreſt; | 


hy], © 


rn 


Arms which the father of the fire beſtow'd, 


His glowing eye balls roll with living fire; 
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Forg'd on th' eternal anvils of the God, 
Grief and revenge his furious heart inſpire, 


— 308 
He grinds his teeth, and furious with delay e 


O'erlooks th' embattled hoſt, and hopes the bloody day, 
The filver cuiſhes firſt his thighs infold: 


Then o'er his breaſt was brac'd the hollow gold: 


The brazen ſword a various baldric ty'd, 400 
That, Garr'd with gems, hung glitt ring at his ſide; 
And, like the moon, the bene re ful gent ſhield 
Blaz'd with long rays, and gleam'd athwart the field. 
So tonight wand ring failors, pale with fears, 
Wide o'er the watry waite, a light appears, 405 
Which on the fur ſeen mountain blazing high, . 
Streams from ſome lonely watch tober to the ſky: 
With mournful eyes they gaze, and gaze again 
Loud bowls the ſtorm, and drives them o'er the! main, 
N xt, his high head the helmet grac'd; behind mov! 


The ſweepy creit hung floating in the wind: 


Like the red ſtar, that from his fla: ning hair Pp 


q Shakes down diſeaſes, peitiieac: and war; 
So ſtream'd the golden honours from his head, [ ſhed. 


Trembled the ſparkling plumes, and the looſe glories. 

The chief beholds himſelf with wondring eyes; 416 

His arms he poiſes, and his mo ions tries; 

Buoy'd by ſome inward ſorce, he ſeems to ſwim, : 

And feels a pinion lifting ev'ry limb, 5 

And now he ſhakes the great paternal ſpear, „ 

Pond'rous and huge! which not a Greek could rear, 

From P-lion's cloudy top an aſh entire 

Old Chiron fell'd, and ſhap'd it for his fire; 

A ſpear which ſtern Achilles only wieids, 5 

The death of hero:s and the dread of fields. 425 
Automedon and Alcimus prepare | 

Th'immortal courſers and the radiant car, 
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{ The ſilver traces {weeping at their fide); 
Their fiery mouths reſplendent bridles ty'd, 


The 1 very ſtudded reins, return'd behind, 430 


Wav'd o'er their backs, and to the chariot join'd. 
The charioteer then furl'd the laſh around, 


And ſwift aſcended at one active bound, 


All bright in heav'nly arms, above his ſquire 


Achilles mounts, and ſets the field on fire; . 435 

Not brighter Phoebus in th' æthereal way, 8 
Flames from his chariot, and reſtores the day. 
High o'er the hoſt, all terrible he ſtands, 

And thunders to his ſteeds theſe dread commands. 


Xaathus and Balius! of Podarges' ſtrain, 440 


(Unleſs ye boaſt that heav'nly race in vain), 


Be ſwift, be mindful of the load ye bear, 
And learn to make your maſter more your care: 


Tho- falling ſquadrons bear my ſlaught'ring ſword, 
Nor, as ye left Patroclus, leave your lord, 445 


The gen'rous Xanthus, as the words he ſaid, 


Seem'd ſenſible of wo, and droop'd his head: 


Trembling he ſtood before the golden wain, 
And bow'd to duſt the honours of his mane ; 


When, ſtrange to tell! (ſo Juno will'd) he broke 450 


Eternal filence, and portentous ſpoke, - 


Achilles yes! this day at leaſt we bear 


Thy rage in ſafety through the files of war: 


But come it will, the fatal time muſt come, | 
Nor ours the fault, but God decrees the doom, 455 


Not through our crime, or ſlowneſs in the courſe, 


Fell thy Patroclus, but by heav'nly force; 


The bright far-ſhooting God who gilds the day, 
(Confeſs'd we ſaw him), tore his arms away. 


No—could our ſwiftneſs o'er the winds prevail, 460 
Or beat the pinions of the weſtern gale, 


All were in vain—the fates thy death demand, 
Due to a mortal and immortal hand, | 
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With unabated rage 
Portents and prodigies are loſt on me 

I know my fates; to die, to ſee no more 

My much lov'd parents, and ray native ore 
Enough - when heav'n ordains, I fink in night; 470 
Now 1 Trop: he laid, 4 ruſh” 4 to fight, e 
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Then ceas'd for ever, by the Furies ty'd, 
His fatal voice. Th' intrepid chief reply d: 466 
So let it be! . 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


The battle of the Gods, and the aQs of Ackil: es. 


Fapiter, upon Achilles s return to the battle, tt 42 


council of the Gods, and permits them to aſſiſt either 
party. The terrors of the combat deſcribed, when 
the Deities are engaged. Apollo encourages Hneas 
to meet Achilles, After a ling converſation, theſe 
tabo heroes encounter; but MAncas is preſerved by the 
aſſiſtance of Neptune. Achilles fall; upon the reſt 
of the Trojans, and is upon the point of killing Hec— 
tor, but Apollo conveys bim away in a cloud, Achil. 
les purſues the Trajan, with a great Janghter: | 


The ſame day continues, T he ſcene is in the held 
| before Troy. 


Hus round Pelides breathing war and blood, 
L Greece ſheath'd in arms, beſide her veſſels ſtood; 
While near impending from a neighb' ing height, 
Troy's black battalions wait the ſhock of fight, 
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Then Jove to Themis gives command, to call * 
The Gods to council in the ſtarry hall; 

Swift o'er Olympus' hundred hills ſhe flies, 

And ſummons all the ſenate of the ſkies, 

Theſe ſhining on, in long proceſſion come 
To Jove's eteragl adamantine dome, _ 10 


Not one was abſent, not a rural pow? r, | 
That haunts the verdant gloom or roſy bow” r, 
© Each fair hair'd Dryad of the ſhady wood, 
Fach azare ſiſter of the ſilver flood; _ 

All but old ocean, hoary fire ! who keeps  : 9 
His ancient ſeat beneath the ſacred deeps, | 
On marble thrones with lucid columns crown'd, 
|| (The work of Volcan), ſat the pow'rs around. 
| Eva * he whoſe trident ſways the wat” ry reign, 
Heard the loud ſummons, and forſook the main, 20 
Aſſum'd his throne amid the bright abodes, 55 
And queſtion'd thus the ſire of men and Gods. 
What moves the God who heav” n and earth com: 


mands, 


: And graſps the r in 11 awful hands, 

Thus to convene the whole æthereal ſtate? 28 
ls Greece and Troy the ſubj:& in debate? 
i Already met, the louring holts appear, 

And death ſtands ardent on the edge of war. 


'Tis true, (the cloud- compelling pow'r replies), 
This day, we call the council of the ſkies 30 
In care of human race; ev'n Jove's own eye 


sees with regret unhappy mortals die. 


Far on Olympus? top in ſecret ſtate 
Ourſelf will fit, and ſee the hand of fate 


Work out our will, Celeſtial pow'rs deſcenl, 35 
| And, as your minds direct, your ſuecour lend 


Neptune. 


He 
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To either hoſt, Troy ſoon muſt lie o 'erthrown, 
Tf uncontroll'd Achilles fights alone: 
Their troops but lately durſt not meet his eyes 
What can they now, if in his rage he riſe? 40 
Aſſiſt them, Gods! or Ilion's ſacred wall 
May fall this day, though fate forbids the fall. j 
Ile faid, and fir'd their heav'nly breaſts with rage: | 
On adverſe parts the warring Gods engage. 
Heav'n's awful queen; and he whoſe azure round 45 
Girds the vaſt globe; the maid in arms renown 'd; 
Hermes, of profitable arts the fire : „„ 
And Vulcan, the black ſov'reign of the fire: 
Theſe to the fleet repair with inſtant flight; 
The veſlels tremble as the Gods alight, 50 
la aid of Troy, Latona, Phœbus came, 
Mars fiery helm'd, the laughter loving dame, 
Kanthus whoſe ſtreams in golden currents flow, 
And the chaſte huntreſs of the ſilver bow. 
Ere yet the Gods their various aid employ, 55 
Each Argive boſom ſwell'd with manly joy, 
While great Achilles, (terror of the plain), | 
Long loſt to battle, ſhone in arms again. | 
Dreadful he ſtood in front of all his hoſt ; | | 
Pale Troy beheld, and ſeem'd already loſt; _ 6) þ 
Her braveſt heroes pant with inward fear, k 
And trembling ſee another God of war, 
But when the pow'rs deſcending ſwell'd the fight, 
Then tumult roſe; fierce rage and pale affright '# 
Vary'd each face; then diſcord ſounds alarms, 65 
Earth echoes, and the nations ruſh to arms. 
Now through the trembling ſhores Minerva calls, 


And now ſhe thunders from the Grecian walls. 
Mars hov'ring o'er his Troy, his terror ſhrouds | 
In gloomy tempeſis, and a night of clouds: 70 
Now through each Trojan heart he fury pours, | 


With voice divine, from lion's topmoſt tow rs 


59 


53 


70 
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Now ſhouts to Simois, from her beauteous hill; 
The mountain ſhook, the rapid Rr-am ſtood fill, 
Above, the fire of Gods his thunder rolls, 75 
And peals on peals redoubled rend the poles. 
Beneath, ſtern Neptune thakes the ſolid ground; 
The foreſts wave, the mountains nod around; 


Through all their ſummits tremble Ida's woods, . 
And from their ſources boil her hundred floods, 88 


Troy's turrets totter on the rocking plain; 

And the toſs'd navies beat the heaving main. 

Deep in the diſmal regions of the dead, 

Th' infernal monarch rear'd his horrid head, 

Leap'd from his throne, leſt Neptune's arm ſhould lay 
His dark dominions open to the day, 86 
And pour in light on Pluto's drear abodes, 5 Ts 


| Abhorr'd by men, and dreadful ev'n to Gods, 


Such war th' immortals wage; ſuch horrors rend 


The world's vaſt concave, when the Gods contend. 


Firſt ſilver ſhafted Phæbus took the plain 91 
Againſt blue Neptune, monarch of the main: Es” 


The God of arms his giant-bulk diſplay'd, 
} Oppog'd to Pallas, war's triumphant-maid, 


Againſt Latona march'd the ſon of May; 95 
The quiver'd Dian, ſiſter of the day, . 
(Her golden arrows ſounding at her fide), 

Saturnia, majeſty of heav'n, def d. 

With fiery Vulcan laſt in battle ſtands 

The ſacred flood that rolls on golden ſands ; 100 


KXeanthus his name with thoſe of heav? nly birth, 
But call'd Scamander by the ſons of earth, 


While thus the Gods in various league engage, 
Achilles glow'd with more than mortal rage; 
Hector he ſought ; in ſearch of Hector turn'd 105 _ 
His eyes around, for Hector only burn'd ; - 
And burſt like lightning through the REY and vowd 
To glut the God of battles with his blood. 
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EÆneas was the firſt who dar'd to ſtay; 
Apollo wed g'd him in the warrior's way, 110 


But ſwell'd bis boſom with undaunted might, 


Half. forc'd, and half-perſuaded to the fight. 
Like young Lycaon, of the royal line, 


In voice and aſpect, ſeem'd the pow'r divine: 


And bade the chief reflect, how late with ſcorn 11 ; 
In diſtant threats he brav'd the Goddeſs- born. 


Then thus the hero of Anchiſes' ſtrain. 


To meet Pelides you perſuade in vain; 


Already have I met, nor void of fear 


Obſerv'd the fury of his flying ſpears 120 
From Ida's woods he chas'd us to the field, 

Our force he ſcatter'd, and our herds he kill'd: : 

L yrneſſus, Pedaſus in aſhes lay: 

But (Jove aſſiſting) I ſurviv'd the day. 


Elſe had I funk oppreſs'd in fatal fight, Ce) 12 5 
By fierce Achilles and Minerva's might, 


 Where-e'er he mov'd, the Gcddeſs ſhone before, 
And bath'd his brazen lance in hoſtile gore, 


What mortal man Achilles can foſtain? 7 
Th' immortals guard him thro' the dreadful plain, : 
And ſuſſer not his dart to fall in vai, 131 


Were God my aid, this arm ſhould check his pow'r, 


Though ſtrong in battle as a brazen towr. 

To whom the ſon of Jove : That God implore, 
And be what great Achilles was before. 135 
From heav'nly Venus thou deriv'ſt thy ſtrain, 


And he but from a ſiſter of the main: 


An aged Sea-god, father of his line, 
But Jove himſelf the ſacred ſource of thine, 


Nor fear the vaunting of a mortal foe. 
This ſaid, and ſpirit breath'd into his breaſt, 
Throvgh the thick troops th' embolden'd hero ꝑreſt: 
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Then lift thy weapon for a noble blow, FELL os þ 


What time a vengeful moGſter of the main 
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Fis vent'rous act the white arm'd queen ſurvey'd, 
And thus, aſſembling all the pow'rs, ſhe ſaid, 145 


Behold an action, Gods! that claims your care, 


Lo great Aneas ruſhing to the war! 


Againſt pelides he directs his courſe ; 


Phœbus impels, and Phoebus gives bl force, 
Refrain his bold carcer ; at leaſt, t attend 130 
Our favour'd hero, let ſom? pow'r deſcend, _ 
To guard. his life, and add to his renown, 


We, the great armament of hea wn, came down. 
Hereaſter let him iall, as fates deſign, 


hat ſpun fo ſhort his life's illuſtrious line: 2155 
But leſt ſome adverſe God now croſs his way, 
Give him to know, what pow'rs aſſiſt this day: 
For how ſhall mortal Rand the dire alarms, 
When heav'n's refulgent hoſt appear in arms? 


Thus ſhe; and thus the God whoſe force can make 
The ſolid lobes ceergal baſis ſhake, 7 in 


Againſt the might of man, ſo ſeeble known, 
Why ſhould celeſtial pow'rs exert their own? 


Suffice, from yonder mount to view the ſcene; 


And leave to war the fates of mortal men, 165 


But if th' Armipotent, or God of light, 
Obſtruct Achilles, or commence the fight, 
Thence on the Gods of Troy we ſwift deſcend: 
Full ſoon, I doubt not, ſhall the conflict end, | 
And theſe, in ruin and contuſion burl'd, 170- 
Yicld to our conqu ring arms the lower world. 
Thus having ſaid, the tyrant of the ſea, 
Czrulcan Neptune, roſe, and led the way. 
Advanc'd upon the field there ſtood a mound 


01 earth congeſted, wall'd, and trench'd around; 175 | 


In elder times to guard Alcides made, 
(The work of Trojans, with Minervya's aid), | 


Swept the w.de ſhore, and drove him to the plain. 
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Here Neptune and the Gods of Greece repair, 180 


With clouds encompare's, and a veil of air. 


The adverſe pow'rs, around Apollo laid, 
Crown the fair hills that ſilver Simois ſhade, 
In circle cloſe each heav'nly party fat, 
Intent to form the future ſcheme of fate; 
But mix not yet in fight, though Jove on high 
Gives the loud ſignal, and the heav'ns reply. 


185 


| Mean while the ruſhing armies hide the ground; 


The trampled centre yields a hollow ſound : 


Steeds cas'd in mail, and chiefs in armour bright, 199 


Amid both hoſts (a dreadful ſpace !) appear 
There, great Achilles; bold Aneas, here, 
With tow'ring ſtrides Eneas firſt advanc'd 2 


The nodding plumage on his helmet danc'd, 
Spread o'er his breaſt, the fencing ſhield he bore, 


And, as he mov, d, his jav'lin flam'd before. 
Not 10 Pelides; furious to engage, 
He ruſh'd impetuous. Such the lion's rage, 


Who viewing firſt his foes with ſcornful eyes, 
F hough all.in arms the peopled city riſe, 


Stalks careleſs on, with unregarding pride: 


Till at the length, by ſome brave youth defy'd, 


To his bold ſpear the favage turns alone, 


He murmurs fury with an hollow groan ; 
He grins, he foams, he rolls his eyes around; 
' Laſh'd by his tail his heaving ſides reſound; 


He calls up all his rage ; he grinds his teeth, 
Reſolv'd on vengeance, or reſolv d on death. 
So fierce Achilles on Eneas flies; 
So ſtands Eneas, and his force defies, | 

Ere yet the ſtern encounter join'd, begun 
The ſeed. of Thetis thus to Venus' ſon. 


Why comes Eneas through the ranks ſo. far! ? 
Secks he to meet Achilles arm in war, | 


Fhe gleamy champaign glows with brazen light, | 
195 
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In hope the realms of Priam to enjoy. 
And prove his merits to the throne of Troy? 


Grant that beneath thy lance Achilles dies, 


The partial monarch may refuſe the prize: 


Sons he has many; thoſe thy pride may quell; 
And 'tis his fault to love thoſe ſons too well. 
Or, in reward of thy victorious hand, 
Has Troy propos'd ſome ſpacious tract of land; 
An ample foreſt, or a fur domain, 
Of hills for vines, and arable for grain? 


Ev'n this, perhaps, will hardly prove thy lot. 


But can Achilles be ſo ſoon forgot? 
Once (as I think) you ſaw this brandiſh -d ſpear, 
And then the great Eneas ſeem'd to fear. 
With hearty haſte from Ida's mount he fled, 
Nor, till he reach d Lyrneſſus, turn'd his head, 55 
Her lofty walls not long our progreſs ſcaid; ; 
| Thoſe Pallas, Jove, an we, in ruins laid: 
In Grecian chains her captive race were caſt; 
Tis true, the great Æneas fled too faſt, 
PDefrauded of my conquett once before, 


What then 1 loſt, the Gods this day reſtore, 


To this Anchiſes' ſon : Such words emp'oy 
To one that fears thee, ſome unwarlike boy; 
Such we diſdain : the belt may be defy'd 
With mean reproaches, and unmanly pride: 
Unworthy the high race from which we came, 


pProclaim'd fo loudly by the voice of fame: 


Each from illuſtrious fathers draws his line: 


Each Goddeſs-born: half human, half divine. 


Thetis' this day, or Venus offspring dies, 


And tears ſhall trickle from celeſtial eyes: 


For when two heroes, thus deriv'd, contend, 
Tis not in words the glorious trite can end. 
3 
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60: while thou mayſt, avoid the threatemd fate; 
Fools ſtay to feel it, and are wiſe too late. 
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If yet thou farther ſeek to learn my birth, 


(A tale reſounded through the ſpacious earth), 


Hear how the glorious origin we prove 

From ancient Dardanus, the firſt from Jove : 255 
-Dardania's walls he rais'd; for Ilion, then, 5 
(The city ſince of many-languag' d- men), 

Was not. The natives were content to till 


The ſhady foot of Ida's fount full hill. 


From Dardanus, great Erichthonius ſprings, 260 


The richeſt, onee, of Aſia's wealthy kings; 


I hree thouſand mares his ſpacious paſtures bred, 

I Three thouſand foals beſide their mothers fed. 
| Boreas, enamour'd of the ſprightly train, : 
Conceal'd his Godhead in a flowing mane, 265 


With voice diſſembled to his loves he neigh'd, 
And cours'd the dappled beauties o'er the mead: 


Hence ſprung twelve others of unrivall'd kind, 
Swift as their mother mares, and father wind. 


Theſe lightly ſkimming, when they ſwept the plain, 


Nor ply'd the graſs, nor bent the tender grain; 271 


And when along the level ſeas they flew,. 


. Scarce on the ſurface. curl'd the briny dew. 


euch Erichthonins was: from him there came 


The ſacred Tros, of whom the Trojan name. 275 
Three ſons renown'd adorn'd his nuptial bed, 


Ius, Aſſaracus, and Ganymed: 


The matchleſs Ganymed, divinely fair, 


Whom heav'n, enamour'd, ſnatch'd to upper air, 


To bear the cup of Jove, (æthereal gueſt, 280 


The grace and glory of th“ ambrofial feaſt), 


The two remaining ſons the line divide: 
18 Firſt roſe Laomedon from Ilus' fide; 
From him Tithonus, now in cares grown old; 


And Priam, (bleſs'd with Hector, brave and bold): 


Clytius and Lampus, ever-honour'd pair; 286 
And Hicetaon, thunderbolt of war. 
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From great Aſſaracus ſprung Capys. He 9 


Begat Anchiſes, and Anchiſes me. 


such is our race: 'tis fortun? gives us birth, 290 

But Jove alone endues the ſoul with worth; _ 
He, ſource of pow'r and might! with boundleſs ſway, 
All human courage gives, or takes away. 


Long in the field of words we may cout? nd, 


Reproach is infinite, and knows no end, 295 


Arm'd or with truth or falſehood, e or wrong 
80 voluble a weapon is the tongue; 


Wounded, we wound; and neithes fide can fail, 
For ev'ry man has equal ſtrength to rail: 3 
Women alone, wheu in the ſtreets they j jar, . . oO 


Perhaps excel us in this wordy war; 
Like us they ſtand, encompaſs'd with the eroud, 


And vent their anger impotent and loud. 


Ceaſe then Our bus'neſs in the field of fight — 


1s not to quellion, but to prove our might. "205; | 
To all thoſe inſults thou-haſt offer'd here, 
Receive this antwer ; ?tis my flying ſpear. 


He ſpoke. With all his force the Jav/lin flung, | 
Fix'd deep, and loudly in the buckler rung. 
Far on his outſtretch'd arm, Pelides held 2 10 


(To meet the thund'ring lance) his dreadful ſhield, 


That trembled as it ſtuck ; nor void of fear 


Saw, ere it fell, th? immeaſurable ſpear, 


His fears were vain ;.impenetrable charms 5 
Stcur'd the temper of th' æthereal arms. 31 


Thro' two ſtrong plates the point its paſſage held, 
Ant ſtopp'd, and reſted, by the third repell'd. 


Five plates of various metal, various mold, J:. 
Compos'd the ſhield ; of braſs each outward fold, 8 
Of tin each inward, and the middle gold: 320 


There ſtuck the lance, Then riſing ere he threw, 
The forcetul ſpear of great Achilles flew,: 
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And pierc'd the Dardan ſhield's extremeſt bound, 
Wbere the ſhrill braſs return'd a ſharper ſound : 
Thro' the thin verge the Pelean weapon glides, 325, 

And the flight cov'ring of expanded hides. 

Aaeas his contracted body bends, 
And o'er him high the riven targe extends, 


Sees, thro? its parting plates, the upper air, 
And at his back perceives the quiv'ring ſpear: 339 


A fate ſo near him, chills his ſoul with fright ;. 
And ſwims before his eyes the many colour'd light. 
Achilles, rufhing in with dreadful cries, 
Draws his broad blade, and at Æneas flies: 1 
ueas, rouſing as the foe came on, 
(With force collected), heaves a mighty ſtore : 
A maſs enormous! which in modern days 
No two of earth's degen' rate ſons could raiſe. 


But ocean's God, whoſe earthquakes rock the ground, 1 
Saw the eld, and mov'd the pow'rs around. 34 


Lo! on- the brink of fate Eneas ſtands, 
An inſtant victim to Achilles' hands: 


By Phoebus urg'd; but Phoebus has beſtow'd' 
His aid in vain: the man o'erpow'rs the God, 


And can ye ſee this righteous chief atone, 345. 


With guiltleſs blood, for vices not his own ? 
To all the Gods his conſtant vows were paid: 
Sure, tho? he wars for Troy, he claims our aid. 
Fate willsnot this; nor thus can Jove reſign 


The future father of the Dardan line: 7: <4 
I be firſt great anceſtor obtain'd his grace, 


And ill his love deſcends on all the race. 


For Priam now, and Priam's faithleſs kind, © 
At length are odious to th? all ſeeing mind; 
On great Eneas ſhall devolve the reign, 355 


And ſons ſucceeding ſons the laſting line ſuſtain. 
The great earth-ſhaker thus: to whom replies 
Th' imperial Goddeſs with the radiant eyes. 
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Good as he is, to immolate or ſpare 


The Dardan prince, O Neptune, be thy care; 360 
Pallas and I, by all that Gods can bind, { 


Have fworn deſtruction to the Trojan kind ; 


Not ev'n an inſtant to protract their fate, 


Or ſave one member of the ſinking ſtate; 


Till ber laſt flame be quench'd with her laſt gore, 365. 


And ev'n her crumbling ruins are no more. 


The king of ocean to the fight deſcends, 


: Thro' all the whiitling darts his courſe he beads, 


swift interpos'd between the warriors flies, 


And caſts thick darkneſs o'er Achilles' eyes. 7 370 
From great Aneas? ſhield the ſpear he drew, 
And at its maier's feet the weapon threw, 
That done, with force divine he ſaatch'd on- high 


The Dardan prince, and bore him thro? the ſky, 


| Smoothegliding without ſtep, above the heads 375 
Of warring heroes, and of bounding ſteeds: : 


Till- at the battle's utmoſt verge they light, 


Where the flow Caucons cloſe the rear of fight, 
The Godhead there (his heav'nly form confeſs'd) 


With words like theſe the panting chief addreſs'd. 330 
What pow'r, O prince! with force inferior tar 

Urg'd thee to meet Achilles? arm in war? 

Henceforth beware, nor antedate thy FASEY | 

Defrauding fate of all thy fame to come. 

But when the day decreed (for come it muſt). 385 

Shall lay this dreadful hero in the duſt, 


Let then the furies of that arm be known, 


Secure, no Grecian force tranſcends thy own. 
With that, he left him wond'ring as he lay, 


Then from Achilles chas'd the miſt away : 390 
Sudden, returning with the ſtream of light, 


The ſcene of war came ruſhing on his ſight, | 
Then thus, amaz d: What wonders ſtrike my mind. 


My ſpear, that parted on the- wings of wind, 
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Laid here before me! aud the Dardan lord 395, 


That fell this inſtant, vaniſh'd from my ſro rd : 
I. thought alone with mortals to contend, 


But powers celeſtial ſure this foe defend. 
Great as he is, our arm he ſcarce will try, 


Content for once, with all his Go.'s, to fly. 400 


Now then let others bleed — This ſaid, aloud 
He vents his fury, and inflames the croud : 
O Greeks, (he cries, and ev'ry rank alarms), 
Join battle, man to man, and arms toarms! 
' » Tis not in me, tho favour'd by the ,, 4 
To mow whole troops, and make whole armies fly; 


No God can fingly ſuch a hoit engage, 


Not Mars himſelf, nor great Minerva's 55 
But whatſoe'er Achilles can inſpire, „ 
_ Whate'er of active force, or acting fire; 410 


Whate'er this heart can prompt, or hand obey ; 3 

All, all Achilles, Greeks! is yours te day. 

Through yon wide hoſt this arm ſhall ſcatter fear, 

And thin the ſquadrons with my ſingle ſpear. 
He ſaid; nor leſs elate with martial joy, 415 


The godlike Hector warm'd the troops of Troy. 


Trojans, to war! think Hector leads you on; 
Nor dread the vaunts of Peleus' haughty ſon, 
Deeds muſt decide our fate, Ev'n thoſe with words 


Inſult the brave, who tremble at their ſwords; 420 


The weakelt atheiſt wretch all heav'n defies, 

But ſhrinks and ſhudders, when the thunder flies. 
Nor from yon boaſter ſhall your chief retire, 

Not though his heart were ſteel, his hands were fire; 


That fire, that ſteel, your Hector ſhould withſtand, 425 = 
And brave that vengeful heart, that dreadful hand, FV 


Thus (breathing rage through all) the hero {aid 2 


A wood of lances riſes round his head, 
Cla:nours on clamours tempeſt all the air; 


They join, they throng, they thicken to the war, 439 $ 
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But Phœbus warns him from high heav'n to ſhun 
The ſingle fight with Thetis' godlike fon; 
More fafe to combat in the mingled band, 
Nor tempt too near the terrors of his hand. 
He hears, obedient to the God of light, „„ 
And plung'd within the ranks, awaits the fight. 
Then fierce Achilles, ſhouting to the ſkies, 
On Troy's whole force with boundleſs 1 ſties. 
PFirſt falls Iphytion, at his army's head; 1 
Brave was the chief, and brave the holt he led; 449 | 
From great Otrynteus he deriv'd his blood, 
His mother was a Nais of the flood; | 
Beneath the ſhades of Tmolus, cow's with now, 
From Hyde's walls he rul'd the lands below. e 
Fierce as he ſprings, the ſword his head divides ; 3 445 
The parted viſage falls on equal fides: 
With loud refounding arms he ſtrikes the plain; 2 
While thus Achilles glories o'er the ſain. 
Lie there, Otryntides ! the Trojan earth. . 
| Receives thee dead, though Gygz boaſt thy birth; 450 
Thoſe beauteous fields where Hyllus' waves are roil'd, 
And plenteous Hermus ſwells with tides of gold, 
Are thine no more Th? inſulting hero ſaid, 
And left him ſleeping in eternal ſhade, 
The rolling wheels of Greece the body tore, 435 
And daſh'd their azles with no vulgar gore. 
Demoleon next, Antenor's offspring, laid 
Breathleſs in duſt, the price of raſhneſs paid. 
Th' impatient ſteel, with full-deſcending ſway. 
Forc'd through his brazen helm its ſurious way, 460 
Reſiſtleſs drove the batter'd ſcull before, 
And daſh'd and mingled all the brains with gore. 
This ſees Hippodamas, and ſeiz'd with fright, 
Deſerts his chariot for a ſwifter flight. 
The lance arreſts him: an ignoble wound 465 
Ile panting Trojan rivets to the ground. | 
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He groans away his ſoul : not louder roars: 


At Neptune's ſhrine on Helice's high ſhores 
The victim bull; the rocks rebellow round, 


And Ocean liſtens to the grateful ſound, _ : 5 


Then fell on Polydore his vengeful rage, 
The youngeſt hope of Priam's looping age, 
(Whoſe feet for ſwiftneſs in the race ſurpaſt), 
Of all his ſons, the deareſt, and the laſt, 


To the forbidden field he takes bis fight 37 


In the firſt folly of a youthful knight; 

To vaunt his ſwiftneſs wheels around the plain, 
Rut vaunts not long, with all his ſwiftneſs lain, 
Struck where the croſſuig belts unite behind, 


And golden rings the double back-plate join'd: 430 


Forth through the navel burſt the thrilling ſteel ; 
And on his knees with piercing ſhrieks he fell; 
The ruſhing entrails pour'd upon the ground 
His hands collect; and darkneſs wraps him round. 


When Hector vie w'd, all ghaſtly in his gore 483 


Thus ſadly ſlain, th' unhappy Polydore; 
A cloud of ſorrow overcaſt his ſight, 
His. ſoul no longer brook'd the diſtant fight, 
Full in Achilles' dreadful front he came, 


And ſhook his jav'lin like a waving flame. 490 


The ſon of Peleus ſees, with joy poſſeſt, 

His heart high bounding in his riſing breaſt: 
And, lo! the man, on whom black fates attend, 
The man, that flew Achilles, in his friend! 


No more ſhall Hector's and Pelides' ſpear 493 


Turn from each other in the walks of war— _ 
Then with revengeful eyes he ſcann'd him o'er: 
Come, and receive thy fate! he ſpake no more. 
Hector, undaunted, thus: Such words employ 


To one that dreads thee, ſome unwarlike boy: 500 


Such we could give, defying and defy'd, 
Mean intercourſe of obloquy and pride 


* 


| Book XK. HOMERS ILIAD. 185 
I know thy force to mine ſuperior far; 

But heav'n alone confers ſucceſs in War . | a 
Mean as I am, the Gods may guide my dart, 8 05 

: And give it entrance in a braver heart, 5 
Then parts the lance: but Pa las“ heawnly breath 
Fear from Achilles wafts the winged death; 

The bidden dart again to Hector flies, OD 
And at the feet of its great maſter lies, 3510 


Achilles cloſes with his hated foe, 
His heart and eyes with flaming fury . 5 


But preſent to his aid, Apollo ſhrouds 


I be favour'd hero in a veil of clouds. Os 
| Thrice ſtruck Pelides with indignant heart, 313 


| Thrice in impaſſive air he plung'd the dart: 
The ſpear a fourth time bury'd in the cloud; 


B He foams with fury, and exclaims aloud, : 
'Wretch ! thou haſt 'ſcap'd a gain; once more thy F gut 


Has ſav'd thee, and the partial God of light. 520 
But long thou ſhalt not thy juſt fate vithſtand, 15 
If any pow'r ſſiſt Achilles' hand 

Fly then inglorious! but thy flight this * 
Whole hecatombs of Trojan ghoſts ſhall pay. 


With that, he gluts his rage on numbers ſlain: 525 


Then Dryops tumbled to th' enſanguin'd plain, 
Pierc'd through the neck: he left him panting there, 
And ſtopp'd Demuchus, great Philetor's heir, 
Gigantic chief! deep gaſh'd th? enormous blade, 
And for the ſoul an ample paſſage made. — — 3 
Laogonus and Dardanus expire, 8 
The valiant ſons of an unhappy ſire; 

Both in one inſtant from the chariot hurl'd, 


f Sunk in one inſtant to the nether world; | 
This diff rence only their fad fates afford, 1 


That one the ſpear deſtroy'd, and one the ſword. 
Nor leſs unpity'd, young Alaſtor bleeds : 
In vain his youth, in vain his beauty pleads : 


r 
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In vain he begs thee, with a ſuppliant's moan, | 
'To ſpare a form, an age fo like thy own! 340 


Unhappy boy! no pray'r, no moving art, 


E'er bent that fierce, inexorable heart! 
While yet he trembled at his knees, and cry'd, 
The ruthleſs ſaulchion op'd his tender fide ; 
The panting liver pours a flood of gore 545 
: Int drowns his boſom till he pants no more. 1 
Thro' Mulius' head then drove th' impetuous ſpear, 
2 The warrior falls, transfix'd from ear to ear, 
Thy life, Echeclus! next the ſword bereaves; 
Deep thro” the front the pond'rous faulchion cleaves; 


Warm'd in the bram the ſoaking weapon lies, 55 I 


The purple death comes floating o'er his eyes. 


Then brave Dencalion dy'd : the dart was flung 


Where the knit nerves the pliant elbow ſtrungʒ 
He dropt his arm, an unaſſiſting weight, 35535 
And ſtood all impotent, expecting fate: 7. 
Full on his neck the falling faulchion ſped, 
From his broad ſhoulders hew'd his creſted head: 


Forth from the bone the ſpinal marrow flies, 


And ſunk in duſt, the corpſe extended lies. 560 
_ Rhigmns, whoſe race from fruitful Thracia came, 


(The ſon of Pireus, an illuſtrious name), 
Succeeds to fate: the ſpear his belly rends; 
Prone from his car the thund'ring chief deſcends: 


The ſquire, who ſaw expiring on the ground 565 


His proſtrate maſter, rein'd the ſteeds around: 
His back ſcarce turn'd, the Pelean jav'lin gor'd; 
And ſtretch'd the ſervant o'er his dying lord, 


As when a flame the winding valley fills, 
And runs on crackling ſhrubs between the hills; 570 


Ihen o'er the ſtubble up the mountain flies, 

Fires the high woods, and blazes to the ſkies, 
This way and that the ſpreading torrent roars: 
So ſweeps the hero through the waſted ſhores, 
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Around him wide, immenſe deſtruction pours, 575 1 
And earth is delug'd with the ſanguine ſhow'rs, | 
As with autumnal harveſts cover'd o'er, | 
And thick beſtrown, lies Ceres? ſacred floor, f 
When round and round, with never -weary'd pain, 
The trampling ſteers beat out th' unnumber'd grain: 
So the fierce courſers, as the chariot rolls, 581 
Tread down whole ranks, and cruſh out heroes ſouls, 
| Daſh'd from their hoofs, while o'er the dead they fl 75 
Black, bloody drops the ſmoaking chariot ant. —: 
The ſpiky wheels through heaps of carnage tore; 585 
And thick the groaning axles dropp'd with gore, 
High o'er the ſcene of death Achilles ſtood, 
All grim with duſt, all horrible in blood: 
Yet fill inſatiate, ſtill with rage on Br; 
! is the luſt of never dying fame! 590 
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Tue battle in the river Scamander. 


Tie Trojans fly before Achilles, ſame towards the town, 


others to the river Scamander : he falls upon the 


latter with great laughter. takes twelve captives a- 


live, to ſacrifice to the ſhade of Patroclus; and kills 


Lycaon and Aſteropæus. Scamander attacks him 


with all his waves; Neptune and Pallas aſjift the 


| bero; Simois joins Scamander; at length Vulcan, 


by the inſtigation of Juno, almoſt dries up the river, 
This combat ended, the other Gods engage each other, 


| Meanwhile Achilles continues the laughter, drives 


the reſt into Troy : Agenor only makes a ſtand, and 
is conveyed away in a cloud by Ap:lls ; who ( to de- 
tude Achilles ) takes upon him Agenor s ſhape, and, 
ewhile he purſues him in that diſguiſe, gives the Tra- 
fans an opportunity of reliring into their city. 


— ——————— 
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(Which ſpreading tam'riſks on the margin hide). 
Then, like a God, the rapid billows braves, . 
Arm'd with his ſword, high brandiſh'd o'er the waves: 
Now down he plunges, now he whirls it round, 
Deep groan'd the waters with the dying ſound; 25 
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The ſame day continues, The ſcene i is on the danke 


and in the ſtream of Scamander, 


ND now to Xanthus' bliding french they drove, Y | 


Xanthus, inimortal progeny of Jove. 


185 river here divides the flying train. 


Part to the town fly diverſe o'er the plain, 


Where late their troops trinmphant bore the fizht, 1 | 
| Now chas'd, and trembling in ignoble flight: 
(Theſe with a gather'd miſt Saturnia „ ” 


And rolls behind the ront a heap of clouds): 


Part plunge into the ſtream; old Xanthus roars 3 i 
be flaſhing billows beat the whiten'd ſhores: 

With cries promiſcuous all the banks reſound; Y. 
And here and there in eddies whirling round, 7 
Ihe flouncing ſteeds and ſhrieking warriors drown' d. 


As the ſcorch'd locuſts from their fields retire, 
While faſt behind them runs the blaze of fire; 


Driv'n from the land before the ſmoaky cloud, 

The clulvring legions ruſh into the flood: 
So plung d in Xanthus by Achilles' force, 8 
Roars the reſounding ſurge with men and horſe. 

| His bloody lance the hero caſts aſide, 20 


Repeated wounds the redd'ning river dy'd, 


And the warm purple circled on the tide. | 
Swift thro? the foamy flood the Trojans fly, 


And cloſe in rocks or winding caverns lie. 


So the huge dolphin tempeſting the main, 30 


In ſhoals before him fly the ſcaly train, 
Confus'dly heap'd they ſeek their inmoſt caves, 
Or pant and heave beneath the floating waves. 


10 


44 
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Now tir'd with Danghter, from the Trojan band 


Twelve choſen youths he drags alive to land; 25 


With their rich belts their captive arms conſtrains, 


(Late their proud ornaments, but now their chains), 


Theſe his attendants to the ſhips convey'd, 
Sad victims! deftin'd to Patroclus' ſhade. 

Then, as once more he plung'd amid the flood, 40 
The young Lycaon in his paſſage ſtood ; | 
Ihe ſon of Priam, whom the hero's hand 


But late made captive in his father's land, | 


| {As from a ſycamore his ſounding ſteel | 

Lopp'd the green arms to ſpoke a chariot- wheel), 4s 
To Lemnos iſle he ſold the royal flave, | 

| Where Jaſon's ſon the price demanded gave; 


But kind Eetion, touching on the ſhore, 


The ranſom'd prince to fair Ariſbe bore, | 
Ten days were paſt, ſince in his father” 8 reign 580 
Ae felt the ſweets of liberty again 5 5 


The next, that God whom men in vain eihiiand,” 


Gives the ſame youth to the ſame conqu'ring hand 1 


Now never to return! and doom'd to go 

A ſadder journey to the ſhades below. — 13 
His well-known face when great Achilles ey'd, 
(The helm and viſor he had caſt aſide 

With wild affright, and dropp'd upon the field 

His uleleſs lance and unavailipg ſhield). 


As trembling, panting, from the ſtream he fled, 60 


And knock d his falt'ring knees, the hero ſaid. 

Le mighty Gods! what wonders ſtrike my view! 
Is it in vain our conqu'ring arms ſubdne ? | 
Sure I ſhall ſee yon heaps of Trojans kill'd, 


Riſe from the ſhades, and brave me on the field: 65 ; 


As now the captive, whom ſo late I bound 

And fold to Lemnos, ſtalks on Trojan ground! 
Not him the ſea's unmeaſur'd deeps detain, 
That bar ſuch numbers ſrom their native plain: 
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Lo! he returns, Try, then, my flying ſpear! | 1 
Try, if the grave can hold the wanderer; En 
If earth at length this active prince can ſeize, _ 
Earth, whoſe ſtrong graſp has held down Hercules. 
1 Thus while he ſpake, the Trojan pale with fears 
* Approach'd, and ſought his knees with ſappliant tears; 
Loath as he was to yield his youthful breath, 75 
And his foul ſhiv'ring at the approach of death, 
Achilles rais'd the ſpear, prepar'd to wound; 
ie kiſs'd his feet, extended on the ground: ; 
And while, above, the ſpear ſuſpended ſtood, go 
=> Longing to dip its thirſty point in blood, | 
One hand embrac'd them cloſe, one topt the dart; 
| * hile thus theſe melting words attempt his heart, 
Thy well known captive, great Achilles! ſee, 
Once more Lycaon trembles at thy knee, 85 : 
2 Some pity to a ſuppliant's name afford, 35 
Who ſhar'd the gifts of Ceres at thy board; 
: Whom late thy conqu'ring arm to Lemnos bore, 
Far from his father, friends, and native ſhore : 
A hundred oxen were his price that day, 99 


3 Now ſums immenſe thy mercy thall repay, 


Scarce reſpited from woes I yet appear, 

And ſcarce twelve morning ſuns have ſeen me here; 
10 Jove again ſubmits me to thy hands, 

Again her victim cruel fate demands! 95 
I ſprung from Priam, and Laothoe ſair, 

(Old Alte's daughter, and Lelegia's heir; 

Who held in Pedaſus his fam d abode, 8 

And rul'd the fields where fiiver Satnio flow'd). 

Two ſons (alas! unhappy ſons) ſhe bore; 1000 
For ah! one ſpear {hall drink each brother's pore, 5 
And I ſucceed to flaughter'd Polydore. 

How from that arm of terror thall I fly? 
Some demon urges! 'tis my doom to die! 
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If ever yet ſoft pity touch'd thy mind, ws | x 
Ah! think not me too much of Hector's kind! gx 
Not the ſame mother gave thy ſuppliant breath, q \ 
With his, who wrought thy lov'd Patroclus' death, | 7 
Theſe words, attended with a ſhow'r of tears, 3 } 
The youth addreſs'd to unrelenting ears. 110 4 \ 
Talk not of life, or ranſom, (he replies), 3 
Patroclus dead, whoever meets me, dies: 5 
In vain a ſingle Trajan ſues for grace 1 
But leaſt, the ſons of Priam's hateful race. 1 


Die then, my friend! what boots it to deplore? 11814 


The great, the good Patroclus is no more! | k . 
He, far thy better, was foredoom'd to die, 15 
And thou, doſt thou, bewail mortality ?” _ 12 
j Seeit thou not me, whom nature's gifts adorn, 11 
j Sprung from a hero, from a Goddeſs born; 120 
'f The day ſhall come {which nothing can avert) * 
5 When by the ſpear, the arrow, or the dart, 1 
5 By night, or day, by force or by deſign, oy 
| Impending death and certain fate are mine. = > 
I Die then — he ſaid: and as the word he ſpoke, 125 | | 
[i The fainting ſtripling ſunk before the ſtroke ; 4 
1'Y His hand forgot its graſp, and left the ſpear; * 
l While all his trembling frame confeſs'd his fear. 11 
„ | Sndden, Achilles his broad ſword diſplay'd, 11 
. And buiied in his neck the reeking blade. 130 
q | 5 Prone fell the youth; and panting on the land, L ) 
Tf) The guſhing purple dy'd the thirſty ſand ; Þ 
L | The victor to the ſtream the carcaſe gave, 1 
K And thus inſults him, floating on the wave. | 
. Lie there, Lycaon ! let the fith ſurround 125 6 
{ 1 Thy bloated corſe, and ſuck thy gory wound : | 7 | 
| | There no ſad mother ſhall thy fun'rals weep, | 


But ſwift Scamander roll thee to the deep, 
Whoſe ev'ry wave ſome wat'ry monſter brings, |. 


To feaſt unpuniſh'd on the fat of kings, 


20 


25 


135 ö 


From rich Pzonia's valleys I command, | 
z Arm'd with protended ſpears, my nat:ve band. 


1,9 


e 
8. 2e beef e eee 


2 — ? 33 8 FE MEE? 
. 
P e 


With all his refluent waters circled round), 
on him Achilles ruſh'd : he fearleſs ſtood, 
1 And thook two ſpears, advancing from the flood; 
T he flood impell'd him, on Pelides' head 
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80 periſh Troy, and all the Trojan line! 

such ruin theirs, and ſuch compaſſion mine, 
What boots ye now Scamander's worſhipp' d ſtream, 


193 


His earthly honours, and immortal name! 

4 In vain your immolated bulls are ſlain, | 

Four living coarſers glut his gulfs in vain; 

| Thus he rewards you with this bitter fate ; 

| T hus, till the Grecian vengeance is complete; 
bus is aton'd Patroclus' honour'd fhade, 


And the ſhort abſence of Achilles paid, 
Theſe boaſtful words provoke the raging God; 


With fury ſwells the violated flood. 
What means divine may yet the pow'r employ. 
5 


To check Achilles, and to reſcue Troy? 
Meanwhile the hero ſprings in arms, to dare 
The great Aſteropeus to mortal war; 

The ſon of Pelagon, whoſe loſty ow 


© Flows from the ſource of Axius, ſtream divine! 


(Fair Peril za's love the God had crown'd, 


T' avenge his waters chok'd with heaps of dead, 


Near as they drew, Achilles thus begaa, 165 
130 
Who, or from whence? Unhappy is the fire, 
. Whoſe ſon encounters our reſiſtleſs ire 


þ 4 


£1 O ſon of Peleus! what avails to trace 


What art thou, boldeit of the race of man? 


Geply'd the warrior) our illuſtrious race? 170 


© Now ſhines the tenth bright morning ſince Frame. 
la aid of Ilion to the fields of fame: 


Axius, who ſwells with all the neighb'ring ils, 1M 


And wide around the floated region fills, 
You; II. [ 
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Begot my fire, whoſe ſpear ſach glory won: 

Now lift thy arm, and try that hero's ſon ! 
Threat'ning he ſaid: the hoſtile chiefs advance: 

At once Aſteropeus diſcharg'd each lance, 180 

(For both his dext'rons hands the lance could wield); 


One ſtruck, but pierc'd not the Vulcanian ſhield ; 
One raiz'd Achilles' hand; the ſpouting blood 


Spun forth; in earth the faſten'd weapon ſtood. 
Like lightniag next the Pelian jav'lin flies: . 


Its erring fury hiſs'd along the ſkies ; 


Deep in the ſwelling bank was driv'n the ſpear, 


Even to the middle earth'd; and quiver'd there, 


Then from his fide the ſword Pelides drew, 

And on his foe with doubled fury flew. _ 190 
The foe thrice tugg'd, and ſhook the rooted wood; 
Repulſive of his might the weapon ſtood: 


The fourth, he tries to break the ſpear, in vain; 
Bent as he ſtands, he tumbles to the plain; 


His belly open'd with a ghaſtly wound, 195 


The reeking entrails pour upon the ground. 


Beneath the hero's feet he panting lies, 
And his eye darkens, and his ſpirit flies ; 
While the proud victor thus triumphing ſaid, 


His radiant armour tearing from the dead : 200 


So ends thy glory! ſuch the fate they prove 


Who ſtrive preſumptuous with the ſons of Jove. 
Sprung from a river, didſt thou boaſt thy line? 


But great Saturnius is the ſource of mine. 


How durſt thou vaunt thy wat'ry progeny ? 205% 


Of Peleus, Aacus, and Jove, am]; 

The race of theſe ſuperior far to thoſe, 

As he that thunders, to the ſtream that flows. 
What rivers can, Scamander might have ſhown; 


But Jove he dreads, nor wars againſt his ſon, . 210 4 


'Ev'n Achelous might contend in vain, 
And all the roaring billows of the main. 
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: He vents his fury on the flying crew, 225 
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Th' eternal Ocean, from whoſe fountains flow 


The ſeas, the rivers, and the ſprings below, 


The thund'ring voice of Jove abhors to hear, 215 

And in his deep abyſles ſhakes with fear, EE 
He faid ; then from the bank the jav'lin tore, 

And left the breathleſs warrior in his gore. 

The floating tides the bloody carcaſe lave, 


And beat againſt it, wave ſucceeding wave; 220 


Till roll'd between the banks, it ies, the food 
Of curling eels, and fiſhes of the flood, 
All ſcatter'd round the ſtream (their mightieſt lain) 
Th' amaz'd Pæonians ſcour along the plain: 

5 
Thraſius, Aſtypylus, and Mneſus ſlew; | 
Mydon, Therſilochus, with Anius fell; 
And numbers more his lance had plung'd to hell ; 
But from the bottom of his gults profound 


Scamander ſpoke ; the ſhores return'd tae ſound, 2 30 ; 


O firſt of mortais! (for the Gods are thine), 
In valour matchleſs, and in force divine! 


I Jove have giv'n thee ev'ry Trojan head, 


'Tis not on me thy rage ſhould heap the dead. 


See ! my chok'd ſtreams no more their courſe can keep, 


Nor roll their wonted tribute to the deep, 236 
Turn then impetuous from our injur'd flood; 
Content, thy ſlaughters could amaze a God, 

In human form, confeſs'd before his eyes, 


The river thus; and thus the chief replies, 240 


O ſacred ſtream ! thy word we ſhall obey; 
But not till Troy the deſtin'd Ven Zeance pay, 
Not till within her tow'rs the perjur'd train 
Shall pant, and tremble at our arms again : 
Not till proud Hector, guardian of her wall, 245 
Or ſtain his lance, or ſee Achilles fall, 55 
He ſaid; and drove with fury on the foe, 
Then to the Godhead of the ſilver bow 
1 2 
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The yellow flood began: O ſon of Jove ! - 


Was not the mandate of the ſire above 555 
Full and expreſs, that Phœbus thould e 


His ſacred arrows in defence of Troy, 


And make her conquer, till Hyperion's fall 
In awful darkneſs hide the face of all? 


He ſpoke in vain the chief without diſmay 255 
Ploughs thro' the boiling ſurge his deſp'rate my. 
Then riſing in his rage above the ſhores, 

From all his deep the bellowing river roars, 
Huge heaps of ſlain diſgorges on the coaſt, | 
And round the banks the ghaſtly dead are toſt. 260 


While all before, the billows rang'd on high 


(A wat'ry bulwark) ſcreen the bands who fly, 


Now burſting on his head with thund”ring ſound, 


The falling deluge whelms the hero round: | 
His loaded ſhield bends to the ruſhing tidez 265 
His feet, upborn, ſcarce the ſtrong flood divide, 


Slidd'ring, and ſtagg'ring. On the border ſtood 


A ſpreading elm, that overhung the flood: 

He ſeiz'd a bending bough, bis ſteps to ſtay; 3 
The plant uprooted to his weight gave way, 270 
Heaving the bank, and undermining all ; — 
Loud flaſh the waters to the ruſhing fall 


Of the thick foilage, The large trunk diſplay'd 


Bridg'd the rough flood acroſs: the hero ſtay d 3 
On this his weight, and rais?d upon his hand, 275 
Leap'd from the channel, and regain'd the land, q 
Then blacken'd the wild waves; the murmur roſe 


: The God purſues, a huger billow throws, 
And burſts the bank, ambitious to deſtroy I 
The man whoſe fury is the fate of Troy. 2804 


He, like the warlike eagle, ſpeeds his pace, 


(sSwifteſt and ſtrongeſt of th' aereal race); 


Far as a ſpear can fly, Achilles ſprings 
At ev'ry bound; his clanging armour rings: 
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Now here, now there, he turns on ev'ry ſide, 285 


And winds his courſe before the following tile; 5 
The waves flow after, whereive'er he wheels, 
And gather faſt, and 1 at his heels. 


So when a peaſant ( his garden brings 
Soft rills of water from the buboung ſprings, 290 


And calls the floods fro bigh, to bleſs his bow?rs, 


And feed with pregnant {ireams the plants and flow? rs; 


Soon as he clears whate er their paſſage ſtaid, 
And marks the future current with his ſpade, 


Swift o'er the rolling pebbles, down the hills 295 


Louder and louder purl the falling rills; 
Before him ſcatt'ring, they prevent his pains, 
And ſhine in mazy wand'r ings o'er the plains, 
Still flies Achilles, but before his eyes 


Still ſwift Scamander rolls Where e'er he flies: 300 
Not all his ſpeed eſcapes the rapid floods; 


The firſt of men, but not a match for Gods. 


Oft as he turn'd the torrent to oppoſe, 


And bravely try if all the pow'rs were foes; 


So oft the ſurge, in wat'ry mountains ſpread, 305 


Beat on his back, or burſt upon his head. 
Yet dauntleſs [till the adverſe flood he braves, 


And ſtill indignant bounds above the waves, 


Tir'd by the tides, his knees relax with toil ; 


Waſh'd from beneath him ſlides the ſlimy ſoil; 310 


When thus (his eyes on heav'n's expanſion thrown) 
Forth burſts the hero with an angry groan, 
Is there no God Achilles to befriend, 


No pow'r avert his miterable end? 
; Prevent, oh Jove! this ignominious date, 315 


And make my future life the ſport of fate, 
Of all heav'n's oracles believ'd in vain, 
But moſt of Thetis muſt her ſon e e | 


By Phoebus? darts ſhe propheſy'd my fall, 
In glorious arms before the Trojan wall, 320 
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Oh! had I dy'd in fields of battle warm, 


Stretch'd like a hero by a hero's arm! 


Might HeRor's ſpear this dauntleſs boſom rend, 


_And my ſwift ſoul o'ertake my flay ghter'd friend! 

Ah no! Achilles meets a ſhameful fate, 325 

Oh how unworthy of the brave and great! 

Like ſome vile ſwain, whom, on a rainy day, 
Croſſing a ford, the torrent ſweeps away, 
An unregarded carcaſe, to the ſea, 


Neptune and Pallas haſte to his relief, 2 330 
And thus in human form addreſs the chief: Se 
The pow'r of ocean firſt : Forbear thy fear, 


oh ſon of Peleus! Lo, thy Gods appear! 


Behold ! from Jove deſcending to thy aid, 


Propitious Neptune, and the blue ey'd maid, 335 
Stay, and the furious flood ſhall ceaſe to rave: 


Tis not thy fate to glut his angry wave. 
But thou the counſel heav'n ſuggeſts attend! 
Nor breathe from combat, nor thy ſword ſuſpend, 


Till Troy receive her flying ſons, till all 340 
Her routed ſquadrons pant behind their wall; = 


Hector alone ſhall Rand his fatal chance, 


And Hector's blood ſhall ſmoke upon thy | "RON 
| Thine is the glory doom'd, Thus ſpake the Gods: 


Then ſwift aſcended to the bright abodes. 345 
stung with new ardour, thus by heav'n impell'd, 


He ſprings impetuous, and invades the field : 


O er all th' expanded plain the waters ſpread; 
Heav'd on the bounding billows danc'd the dead, 
Floating *midſt ſcatter'd arms; while caſques of gold 


And turn'd up bucklers glitter'd as they roll'd 2351 


High o'er the ſurging tide, by leaps and bounds, 
He wades, and mounts; the parted wave re ſounds. 
Not a whole river ſtops the hero's courſe, 

While Pala fills him with immortal force. 2 


. EAA EE PIMA ts an ca 4,4 


* 


77. 0” ONS IN 3 
rr RT, 305 noe OATS 


. 
* r 


- , 1 . . 1 W. 
ET "0 3 , n en 4 
| Wo n ** eh 2 4 r 2 
. t e eee r : + FELT A 
a * AY 


* 
eee 


cl. 


25 


30 


35 


15 


4 
1 

3 
. 
f } 
1 
. S 
"2 


Book XXI. HOMERs ILIAD. 199 
With equal rage indignant Xanthus roars, 

And lifts his billows, and o'erwhelms his ſhores, 
Ihen thus to Simois : Haſte, my brother flood ! 


Y 
/ 
[ 


And check this mortal that controls a God: 


Our braveſt heroes elſe ſhall quit the fight, . | 360 Hs. 


And lion tumble from her tow'ry height. 


Call then thy ſubje& ſtreams, and bid them roar ; 
From all thy fountains ſwell thy wat'ry ſtore; 


9 With broken rocks, and with a load of dead 


4 Charge the black ſur ge, and pour it On his head. 365 in; 
Mark how reſiſtleſs through the floods he goes, 
And boldly bids the warring Gods be foes! 
But nor that force, nor form divine to ſight 


A 


4 Shall ought avail him, if our rage unite : 5 
Whelm'd under our dark gulfs thoſe arms ſhall lie, 370 

| That blaze ſo dreadful in each Trojan eye; 
And deep beneath a ſandy mountain hurl'd, 


Immers'd remain this terror of the world. 


Such pond'rous ruin ſhall confound the place, 
we 


No Greek ſhall &er his periſh'd relics grace; 375 
No hand his bones ſhall gather or inhume; 1 
Theſe his cold rites, and this his wat'ry toinh, 
He ſaid; and on the chief deſcends amain, 
Increas'd with gore, and ſwelling with the ſlain. 


Ihen murm'ring from his beds, he boils, he raves, 380 


And a foam whitens on the purple waves: 

At ev'ry ſtep, before Achilles tood _ 
The crimſon ſurge, and delug'd him with blood. 
Fear touch'd the queen of heav'n : ſhe ſaw diſmay'd, 
She call'd aloud, and ſummon'd Vulcan's aid. 385 


” Riſe to the war! th' inſulting flood requires 


Thy waſteful arm: aſſemble all thy fires! 

While to their aid by our command injoin'd, 
Ruſh the ſwift eaſtern and the weſtern wind: | 
Theſe from old ocean at my word ſhall aw: 390 
Pour the red torrent on the wat'ry foe, 
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Corſes and arms to one bright ruin turn, 

And hiſſing rivers to their bottoms burn. 

Go, mighty in thy rage! diſplay thy pow'r, 
Drink the whole flood, the crackling trees devour; 395 
Scorch all the banks! and (till our voice reclaim) | 
Exert th' unweary'd furies of the flame! 

The pow'r ignipotent her word obeys: 

Wide o'er the plain he pours the boundleſs blaze; 
At once conſumes the dead, and dries the ſoil; 400 
And the ſhrunk waters in their channel boil, 5 
As when autumnal Boreas ſweeps the ſky, 

And inſtant blows the water'd gardens dry: 

So look'd the field, ſo whiten'd was the ground, 
While Vulcan breath'd the fiery blaſt around. 405 
Swift on the ſedgy reeds the ruin preys; TD 

Along the margin winds the running blaze: 
The trees in flaming rows to aſhes turn, 

The flow'ry lotos and the tam'riſk burn, 5 
Broad elm, and cypreſs riſing in a ſpire; 410 
The wat ry willows hiſs before the fire. „ 
Now plow the waves, the fiſhes pant for breath, 

The eels lie twiſting in the pangs of death: 
Now flounce aloft, now dive the ſcaly fry, 
Or gaſping, turn their bellies to the ſky. 415 


At length the river rear'd his languid head, 


And thus, ſhort panting, to the God he ſaid, | 
Oh Vulcan! oh! what pow'r reſiſts thy might? ? 
! faint, I ſink, unequal to the fight 22 
I yield Let Ilion fall; if fate BS we :-> + S420 

Ab bend no more thy fiery arms on me! 

le ceas'd, wide conflagration blazing round; 

The bobbllng waters yield a hiſſing ſound, 

As when the flames beneath a caldron riſe, 

To melt the fat of ſome rich ſacrifice, _ 425 

Amid the fierce embrace of circling fires „ 

The waters foam, the heavy ſmoke aſpires: 
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Sy boils th' impriſon d flood, forbid to flow, he 
And chok'd with vapours, feels his bottom glow, 


Jo juno then, imperial queen of air, 430 


The burning river tends his earneſt pray'r. 

Ah why, Saturnia! muſt thy fon engage 

Me, only me, with all his waſteful rage? 

On other Gods his dread{ui arm employ, 

For mig tier Gods aſſert the cauſe of l roy. i 55 
Submiſhve I dzſift, it chou command. 

But ah! withdraw this all-deſtroyiag hand. 

Hear then my ſolemn oath, to yield to fate 

Unaided Ilion, and her deſtin'd ſtate, 


Iill Greece ſhall gird her with deſtructive flame, 440 
And in one ruin ſiuk the Trojan name. | 


His warm entreaty touch'd Saturnia's ear: 8 
She bad th' Ignipotent his rage forbear, 
Recall the flame, nor 1a a mortal cauſe 
Infeſt a God: th' obedient flame withdraws. 
Again the branching ſtreams begin to ſpread, . 
And ſoft remurmur in their wonted bed, | 
While theſe by Juno's will the ſtrife reſign, | 
The warring Gods in fierce contention join: 


Rekindling rage each heav'nly breaſt alarms; 4 50 5 


With horrid ciangour ſhock'd th'æthereal arms: 
Heav'n in loud thunder bids the trumpet ſound ; 
And wide beneath them groans the rending ground, 
Jove, as his ſport, the dreadtul ſcene deſcries, 


And views contending Gods with careleſs eyes. 455 


The pow'r of battle lifts his brazen ſpear, 
And fir aſſaults the radiant queen of war, 

What mov'd thy madneſs, thus to diſunite 
Ethereal minds, and mix all heav'n in figat ? 
What wonder this, when in thy frantic mood 460 
Thou drov'ſt a mortal to inſult a God? | 

Thy impious hand Tydides“ jav'lin bore, 
And madly bath'd it in celeſtial gore, 
11 / 


445 D 


— — 
— 


— — . g x 
— \ op * - 1 - 

— — * — — : - : 2 
— 2 _— — —— * = 

— — — — — — — cc ——— 


3 
—— 


4 . — 
c 


202 HOMERs ILIAD. Book XXI. 


He ſpoke, and ſmote the loud reſounding ſhield, 
Which bears Jove's thunder on its dreadiul field; 465 
The adamantine ægis of her fire, 
That turns the glancing bolt, and forked fire. 

Then heav'd the Goddeſs in her mighty hand 

A ſtone, the limit of the neighb'ring land, 

There fix'd from eldeſt times; black, eraggy, vaſt? 
This at the heav'nly homicide ſhe caſt, 471 
Thund'ring he falls; a maſs of monſtrous ſize, 
And ſev'n broad acres covers as he lies, 

'The ſtunning Airoke his ſtubborn nerves unbound ; 


Loud oer the fields his ringing arms reſound: 475 
The ſcornful dame her conqueſt views with finiles, 


And glorying thus, the proftrate God teviles, 
Haſt thou not yet, inſatiate fury! known 
How far Minerva's force tranſcends thy own? 


Juno, whom thou rebellious dar ſt withſtand, 480 


Corrects thy folly thus by Pallas' hand; 
Thus meets thy broken faith with juſt diſgrace, 
And partial aid to Troy's perfidious race. 
The Goddeſs ſpoke, and turn'd her eyes away, 
That beaming round, diffus'd celeſtial day. 485 
Jove's Cyprian daughter, ſtooping on the land, 
Lent to the wounded God her tender hand? 
Slowly he riſes, ſcarcely breathes with pain, 
And propt on her fair arm, forſakes the plain. 
This the bright empreſs of the heav'ns Farvey's, 490 
And ſcofling thus, to war's victorious maid, 
Lo! what an aid on Mars's ſide is ſeen! 
The Smiles and Love's unconquerable Queen! 
Mark with what inſolence, in open view, , 
. moves: let Pallas, if ſne dares, purſue. 495 
_ \ Minerva ſmiling heard, the pair o'ertook, 
\nd ſlightly on her breaſt the wanton ſtrook: 
5 he, unrefiſting, fell; (her ſpirits fled); _ 
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u earth together lay the lovers ſpread, 
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And like thoſe heroes, be the fate of all 500 


(Minerva cries) who guard the Trojin wall! 
To Grecian Gods ſuch let the Phrygian be, 


So dread, fo fierce, as Venus is to me; 
Then fro:s the loweſt tone ſhall Troy be mov'd—— = 
Thus ſhe, and Juno with a ſmile approv'd, 505 


Meantime, to mix in more than mortal fight. 
The God of ocean dares the God of light. 


| What iloth has ſeiz'd us, when the fields around. 


Ring with conflicting pow'rs, and heav'n returns the 


ſound? 


Shall, ignominious, we with kad retire, 510 


No deed perform'd, to our O:ympian fire ? 
Come, prove thy arm ! for firſt the war to wage, 


| Suits not my greatneſs, or ſupericr age. 
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And guard the race of proud Laomedon! 


Raſh as thou art to prop the Trojan throne, 3 
(Forgetful of my wrongs, and of thy own), 


Haſt thou forgot, how, at the monarch's pray' r, 
We ſhar'd the lengthen'd labours of a year? 
Troy walls | rais'd, (for ſuch were Jove's commands), 


And yon proud bulwarks grew beneath my hands: 520 
Thy taſk it was to feed the bellowing droves 


Along fair Ida's vales, and pendent groves, 


But when the circling ſeaſons in their train 


Brought back the oratzſul day that crown'd our pain; ; 


With menace ſtern the fraudful king defy'd 428 


Oar latent Godhead, and the prize 46 89 
Mad as he was, he threaten'd ſervile bands, 
And doom'd us exiles far in barb'rous lands. 
Incens'd, we heav'nward fled with ſwifteſt wing, 
And deſtin'd vengeance on the perjur'd king. 3520 


PDoſt thou, for this, afford proud Ilion grace, 


And not, like us, infeſt the faithleſs race? 

Like us, their preſent, future ſons deſtroy, 

And from its deep foundations heave. their Troy ? 
| „ 


518 
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Apollo thus: To combat for mankind 535 
III ſuits the wiſdom of celeſtial mind: 

For what is man? Calamitous by birth, 

They owe their life and nouriſhment to earth; 
Like yearly leaves, that now, with beauty crown d, 
Smile on the ſun; now wither on the ground. 540 

I 0 their own hands commit the frantic ſcene, | 

Nor mix immortals in a cauſe ſo mean, 

Then turns his face, far beaming heav'nly fires, 
And from the ſenior pow'r, ſubmiſs retires, | 
Him, thus retreating, Artemis upbraids, 5445 

The quiver'd huntreſs of the ſylvan ſhades, 
And is it thus the youthful Phoebus flies, 
And yields to ocean's hoary fire the prize ? 
How vain that martial pomp and dreadful ſhow 


Of pointed arrows, and the ſilver bow! 35358 


Now boaſt no more, in yon celeſtial bow'r, 


Thy force can match the great earth ſhaking pow 1 


Silent, he heard the queen of woods upbraid : 
Not ſo Saturnia bore the vaunting maid; 
But furious thus: What inſolence has a 1 
Thy pride to face the majeſty of heaven? 
What tho' by Jove the plague deſign'd, 
Fierce to the feeble race of woman kind, 
The wretched matron feels thy piercing dart; 
Thy ſex's tyrant, with a tyger's heart? 5 60 
What tho' tremendous in the woodland chace, 
Thy certain arrows pierce the ſavage race? 
How dares thy raſhneſs on the pow'rs divine 


Employ thoſe arms, or match thy force with mine? 
565 


Learn hence, no more unequal war to wage 
She ſaid, and ſeiz'd her wriſts with eager rage; 
Theſe in her left hand lock'd, her right unty'd 
J he bow, the quiver, and its plumy pride. 
About her temples flies the buſy bow; 


Now here, now there, ſhe winds her from the blow; 
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The ſcatt ring arrows rattling from the caſe, 571 


Drop round, and idly mark the dulty place, 
Switt from the fieid the baffled huntreſs flies, 
And ſcarce reſtrains the torrent in her eyes, 


So, when the falcon wings her way above, . 


'To the clett cavern ſpeeds the gentle dove, 

(Not fated yet to die), there fate retreats, 

Yet ſtill her heart againſt the marble beats. 
To her Latona haſtes with tender care; 


Whom Hermes viewing, thus declines the war. 580 


How ſhall I face the dame who gives delight 

To him whole thunders blacken heav'n with night? 
Go, matchleſs Goddeſs ! triumph in the ſkies, 
And boaſt my conquelt, while I yield the prize, 


He ſpoke, and paſs d: Latona, ſtooping low, 585 


Collects the ſcatter'd ſhafts, and fallen bo v, 


That, glitt'ring in the duſt, lay here and chere; * 
Diſhonour'd relics of Diana's war: 


Then ſwift purſu'd her to her bleſs'd 1 


W here, all conſus'd, the ſought the Sov'reign God; : 
Weeping ſhe graſp'd his knees; th'ambrofial veſt 591 


Shook with her ſighs, and panted on her breaſt, 
The fire ſuperior ſmil'd; and bade her thnow _ 
What heav'nly band had caus'd his daughter's wo? 


Abaſh'd, ſhe names his own imperial ſpouſe; 795 


. 
And the pale creſcent fades upon her brows. 


Thus they above: while ſwiftly gliding down, 
Apollo enters Ilion's ſacred town: 
The Guardian- God now trembled for her wall, 


And fear'd the Greeks, tho? fate forbade her fall, boo 


Back to Olympus, from the war's alarms, 
Return the ſhining bands of Gods in arms; 


Some proud in triumph, ſome with rage on fire, 


And take their thrones around th” zthereal fire, 
Thro' blood, thro' death, Achilles ſtill proceeds, 
O'er ſlaughter'd heroes, and o'er rolling ſteeds. 606 
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As whe avenging flames with fury driv'n 
On guilty towns exert the wrath of heav'n; 


The pale inbabitants, ſome fall, ſome fly; | 
And the red vapours purple all the ky: 610 
Soragd Achilles: death and dire diſmay, 

And toils, and terrors, fill'd the dreadful day. 


High on a turret hoary Priam ſtands, 
And marks the waſte of his deſtructive hands; 


| Views, from his arm, the Trojans fcatter'd flight, 615 
And the near hero rifing on his ſight ! | 


No ſtop, no check, no aid! With feeble pace, 

And ſettled ſorrow on his aged face, 

Faſt as he could, he ſighing quits the walls; 

And thus, deſcending, to the guards he calls. 620 
You to whoſe care our city gates belong, 


Set wide your portals to the flying throng: 


For lo! he comes, with unreliſted ſway; 


He comes, and deſolation marks his way! 
But when within the walls our troops take breath, 625 | 
Lock faſt the brazen bars, and ſhut out death. 

'Thus charg'd the rev'rend mon arch: wide were Hung 
The op'ning folds; the ſounding binges rung, 


Phœbus ruſh'd forth, the fl, ing bands to meet, 


Struck ſlaughter back, and cover'd the retreat. 630 ; 


On heaps the Trojans croud to gain the gate, 
And gladſome ſee their laſt eſcape from fate. 


Thither, all parch'd with thirſt, a heartlefs train 2 
Hoary with duſt, they beat the hollow plain: 


And gaſping, panting, fainting, labour on 635 
With heavier ſtrides, that lengthen tow'rd the town, 


Enrag'd Achilles follows with his ſpear; 
Wild with revenge, inſatiable of war, 


Then had the Greeks eternal praiſe acquir'd, 
And Troy inglorious to her walls retir'd; 640 
But he, the God who darts æthereal flame, 
Shot down to ſave her, and redeem her fame. 

+ Apollo. | 
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To young Agenor force divine he gave, bh, ki 
(Antenor's offspring, haughty, bold, and brave); | & 
In aid of him, beſide the beech he fat, Bay —_ 
And, wrapt in clouds, reſtrain'd the hand of fate, 1 
When now the gen'rous youth Achilles ſpies, = 
Thick bears his heart, the troubled motions riſe, i 
(So, ere a U rm, the waters heave and roll); _ . | if 
He ſtops, and queſtions thus his mighty ſoul, 630 | 
What ſhall 1 fly this terror of the plain? | 

Like others fly, and be like others ſlain ? 

Vain hope! to thun him by the ſelf-ſame road 

Von line of ſlaughter'd Trojans lately trod. 

No: with the common heap I ſcorn to fall—— 655 
What if they paſs'd me to the Trojan wall, 

While I decline to yonder path that leads 

To Ida's foreſt and ſurrounding ſhades ? 

| So may I reach, conceal'd, the cooling lood,  _ 

From my tir'd body waſh the dirt and blood, 660 
As ſoon as night her duſky veil extends, 5 
Return in ſaſety to my Trojan friends. 

What if But wherefore all this vain debate! ? 

Stand J to doubt withia the reach of fate? 

Ev'n now perhaps, ere yet I turn the wall 665 
The fierce Achilles ſees me, and I fall: 1 
Such is his ſwiftneſs, 'tis in vain to fly;  _ 

And ſuch his valour, that who ſtands muſt die. 
Howe'er 'tis better, fighting for the ſtate, ns 
Here, and in public view to meet my fate, 670 
Yet ſure he too is mortal; he may feel 
(Like all the ſors of earth) the force of ſteel; 

One only ſoul informs that dreadful frame; 

And Jove's ſole favour gives him all his fare. 
He faid, and ſtood, collected in his might; 675 

And all his beating bofom claim'd the fight, 

So from ſome deep-grown wood a panther ſtarts, 

Rous'd from his thicket by a ſtorm of darts: 


208 HOMER 11 1A D. Book EI. 
Untaught to fear or fly, he hears the tound: 
Of ſhouting hunters, and of clan rons hon1ds; 630 
Tho' ſtruck, tho? wounded, ſcarce perceives the pain; 
And the barb'd jiylin filings his breaſt in vain; 
On their whole war, untam d. the ſavage flies; 
And tears his hunter, or beneath him dies, 
Not lets reſolv'd, Antenor's valiant heir. ' 68; 
Conf: onts Achilles, and awaits the war, 
Diſdainful of retreat: high-held before, 
His ſhield (a broad circumference) he bore; 
Then graceful as he ſtood, in act to throw 
The lifted jav lin, thus beſpoke the foe, 690 
How proud Achilles glories in his fame! _ 
And hopes this day to link the Trojan name 
Beneath her ruins! Know that hope is vain; 
A thouſand woes, a thouſand toils remain. 
Parents and children our jult arms employ, 697 
And ſtrong and many are the ſons of Troy. 
Great as thou art, ev'n thou mayſt ſtain with gore 
Theſe Phrygian fields, and preſs a foreign ſhore, 
lle ſaid: with matchleſs force the jav lin flung 
Smote on his knee; the hollow cuiſhes rung 700 
Beneath the pointed ſteel; but ſafe from harms 
He ſtands impaſſive in th' #thereal arms. 
Then fiercely ruſhing on the daring foe, 
His lifted arm prepares the fatal blow : | 
But, jealous of his fame, Apollo ſhrouds - | 705 
The godlike Trojan in a veil of clouds. 15 
Safe from purſuit, and ſhut from mortal view, 
Diſmiſs'd with fame, the favour?d youth withdrew, 
Meanwhile the God, to cover their eſcape, 
Aſſumes Agenor's habit, voice and ſhape, 710 
Flies from the ſurious chief in this diguiſe; 
The furious chief ſtill follows where he flies, 
Now o'er the fields they ſtreteh with lengthen'd rides; 
Now urge the courſe where ſwift Scamander glides  . 
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The God now diſtant ſcarce a ſtride before, 


— _ — 
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715 


Tempts his purſuit, and wheels about the chore * 


While all the flying troops their ſpeed employ, 


And pour on heaps into the walls of Troy. 
No ſtop, no ſtay; no thought to aſk, or tell, 
Who *ſcap'd by flight, or who by battle fell. 
was tumult all, and violence of flight; 
And ſudden joy conſus'd, and mix'd affright: 
Pale Troy againſt Achilles ſhuts her gate; 


720. 


And nations breathe, deliver'd from their fate, 
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The death of Hedor. e | yo 

| 

The 1 zeing ſafe within the walls, Hettor only | V 

fiays to oppoſe Achilles, Priam is ftruck at his ap- Fo 

proach, and tries de perſuade his fon ts re enter the Un 

town, Hecuba joins ber entreaties, but in vain. Hec- W 

tor conſults within himſelf what meaſures to take; Va 

but, at the advance of Achilles his reſalution fails Sa 


him, and he flies : Achilles purſues him thrice round W 
The walli of Trey. The Gods debate concerning the | 
fate of Hector; at length Minerva deſcends to the I T. 
aid of Achilles. She deludes Hector in the ſhape of Ho 
Deiphobus: he ſtands the combat, and is flain. A- V 
chilles drags the dead body at his chariot, in the fight TI 


of Priam and Hecuba, Their lamentations, tears, po 
and deſpair. Their cries reach the ears of Andro Me 
# ache, who ignorant of this, was retired ints the To 
| inner part of the palace: ſhe mounts up to the walls, C 


and beholds her dead husband. She ſwoons at the W 
ſbectacle. Her exceſs of grief and lamentalion, 
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The thirtieth day ſtill continues. The ſcene lies un 


er the walls, and e on the battle ments 5 of Troy, 


Hus to their . ſmit with panic fear, - 
The herded Ilians ruſh like driven deer; 
There ſafe, they wipe the briny drops away, 
And drown in bowls the labours of the day, 


Cloſe to the walls, advancing o'er the fields, : 4 


Beneath one roof of well compacted ſhields, 
March, bending on, the Greeks embody'd pow'rs, 
Far ſtretching in the ſhade of Trojan tow'rs, 
Great Hector ſingly ſtaid ; chain'd down by fate, 


There fix'd he ſtood before the Scæan 10 


still his bold arms determin' d to employ, 

The guardian ſtill of long defended Troy. 
Apollo now to tir'd Achilles turns; 
(The pow'r confeſs'd in all his glory burns); Y 


And what (he cries) has Peleus' ſon in Few. 9 


With mortal ſpeed a Godhead to purſue ? 
For not to thee to know the Gods is giv'n, 
Unſkill'd to trace the latent marks of heav'n. > 
What boots thee now, that Troy forſook the plain ? I 
| Vain thy paſt labour, and thy preſent vain: 20 
Safe in their walls are now her troops beſtow'd, 
While here thy frantic rage attacks a God. 

The chief, incens'd Too partial God of day 
To check my conqueſts in the middle way: 
How few in llion elſe had refuge found ? 25 
What gaſping numbers now had bit the ground! 
Thou robb ' ſt me of a glory juſtly mine, 
Pow'rful of Godhead, and of fraud divine: 
Mean fame, alas! for one of heav'nly ſtrain, 


To cheat a mortal, who repines in vain, _ 30 


Then to the city terrible and ſtrong, 
With " and haughty ſteps he tow Td along. 
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So the proud courſer, victor of the prize, 
To the near goal with double ardour flies, 
Him, as he blazing ſhot acroſs the field, 1 


The careful eyes of Priam firſt beheld, 


Not half ſo dreadful riſes to the ſight, 
Thro' the thick gloom of ſome temps ſtuous night, 


Orion's dog, (the year when Autumn weighs), 
And over the feebler ſtars exerts his rays; 40 


Terrific glory! for his burning breath - 

Taints the red air with fevers, plagues, and death, 
So flam'd his fiery mail. Then wept the ſage; 
He ſtrikes his rev rend head now white with age; 


He lifts his wither'd arms; obteſts the ſkies; 45 

He calls his much lov'd ſon with feeble cries ; 
The ſon, reſolv'd Achilles? force to dare, 
Full at the Sczan gatcs expects the war; 
While the fad father on the rampart ſtands, 


And thus adjures him with extended hands. 50 
Ah ſtay not, ſtay not! guardleſs and alone; 
Hector! my ov d, my deareſt, braveſt ſon! 
Methinks already I behold thee ſlain, 

And ſtretch'd beneath that fury of the pl ain, 


Implacable Achilles ! mightſt thou be LH 55 


To all the Gods no dearer than to me! 


Thee vultures wild ſhould ſcatter round the ſhore, 
And bloody dogs grow fiercer from thy gore: 

How many valiant ſons I late enjoy'd, | 
Valiant in vain! by thy curs'd arm deftroy* d; 60 
Or, worſe than ſlaughter'd, fold in ciſtant iſles 


To ſhameful bondage and unworthy: tolls, 


T wo from one mother ſprun g, my Polydore, 


Two, while Tſpeak, my eyes in vain explore, 0 
65 


And lov'd Lycaon; now perh aps no more! 


Oh! if in yonder hoſtile camp they live, 
W bat heaps of gold, what treaſures would I give 2 | 
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(Their grandſire“ s wealth, by right of birth their owny | 


Conſign'd his daughter with Lelegia's throne), 


Bat if (which heav'n forbid) already loſt, 70 


All pale they wander on the Stygian coaſt; 

What ſorrows then muſt their ſad mother know, 
What anguiſh I ? unutterable wo! _ 

Yet leſs that anguiſh, leſs to her, to me, 


Leſs to all Troy, it not depriv'd of thee. | 75 5 


Vet ſhun Achilles! enter yet the wall; 
And ſpare thyſelf, thy father, ſpare tis. all 
Save thy dear life; or it a ſoul fo brave 
Neglect that thought, thy dearer glory ſave, 


Pity, while yet I live, theſe ſilver hairs; 80 


While yet thy father feels the woes he bears, 
Vet curs'd with ſenſe ! a wretch, whom in his rage 
(All trembling on the verge of helpleſs age) 5 
Great Jove has plac'd, ſad ſpectacle of pain! 


The bitter dregs of fortune's cup to drain; 85 


To fill with ſcenes of death his cloſing eyes, 

And number all his days by miieries! 
My heroes ſlain, my bridal bed o erturn'd, 

My daughters raviſh'd, and my city burn'd, 


My bleeding infants daſh'd againſt the floor; 90 


Theſe I have yet to ſee, pe ups yet more! 

perhaps ev'n I, reſerv'd by angry fate 

The laſt ſad relic of my ruin'd ſtate, 

(Dire pomp of ſov'reign wretchedneſs l), muſt fall, 

And tain the pavemeat of my regal hall; os 

Where familh'd dogs, late guardians of my door, 

Shall lick their mangled maſter's ſpatter'd gore, 

Yet for my ſons I thank ye Gods! 'twas well; 

Well have they periſh'd, for in fight they fell, 

Who dies in youth and vigour, dies the belt, 100 
truck through with wounds, all honeſt on the breaſt. 

But when the fates, in fullneſs of their rage, 
Spurn the hoar head of unreſiſting age, 


„ 
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In duſt the rev'rend lineaments deform, 


And pour to dogs the life-blood ſcarcely warm! 105 


This, this is miſery ! the laſt, the worſt 
That man can feel; man, fated to be curſt ! 

He ſaid; and acting what no words could lay, | 
Rent from his head the ſilver locks away. 
With him the mournful mother bears a part; 110 
vet all their ſorrows turn not Hector's heart: 5 
The zone unbrac'd, her boſom ſhe diſplay'd ; 
And thus, faſt falling the ſalt tears, ſhe ſaid. 

Have mercy on me, O my ſon ! revere 


The words of age; attend a parent's pray'r 1 


If ever thee in theſe fond arms I preſt, 
Or ſtill'd thy infant clamours at this breaſt ; 
Ah do not thus our helpleſs years forego! 


But by our walls ſecur'd, repel the foe, 


Againſt his rage if ſingiy thou proceed, 129 


. Should thou (but heav'n avert it |), ſhouldſt chou | 


| bleed, 

Nor muſt thy corpſe lie honour'd on the bier, 

Nor ſpouſe, nor mother, grace thee with a tear; 
Far from our pious ritzs, thoie dear remains 

Muſt feaſt the vultures on the naked plains. - 125 


So they, while down their cheeks the torrents roll; 


Zut fix d remains the purpoſe of his ſoul : 
Keſolv'd he ſtands, and with a fiery glance 
Expects the hero's terrible advance. 
So roll'd up in his den, the ſwelling ſnake 130 
Beholds the traveller approach the brake; 
When fed with noxious herbs, his turgid veins 
| Have gather'd half the poiſons of the plains ; ; 
He burns, he ſtiffens with collected ire, | 
And his red eye- balls glare with living fire. 125 
Beneath a turret, on his ſhield reclin'd, - 
He ſtood, and queſtion'd thus his mighty mind: 
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Glorious, my country's terror laid in duſt ; 
Or if I periſh, let her ſee me fall 


215 


Where lies my way? to enter in the wall ? 2 


Honour and ſhame th' ungen'rous thought recall: 


Shall proud 1 before the gate 

Proclaim, his councils are obey'd too late, 
W hich timely follow'd but the former night, | 
What numbers had been fav'd by Hector's flight? 


That wiſe advice rejected with diſdain, 
1 feel my folly in my people ſlain, 


Methinks my ſuff' ring country's voice I hear, 
But moſt, her worthleſs ſons inſult my ear, 
On my raſh courage charge the chance of war, 
And blame thoſe virtues which they cannot ſhare, 
No—if I e'er return, return I muſt 


In field at leaſt, and fighting for her wall, 

And yet ſuppoſe theſe meaſures I forego, _ 
Approach unarm'd, and parley with the foe, 155 
The warrior ſhield, the helm, and lance lay down, 


And treat on terms of peace to ſave the town : 


The wife with held, the treaſure ill detain'd, 
(Cauſe of the war, and grievance of the land), 


With honourable juſtice to reſtore; 160 


And add half Il ion's yet remaining ftore, | 
W hich Troy ſhall, ſworn, produce that injur'd Greece 
May ſhare our wealth, and leave our walls in peace. 


But why this thought? Unarm'd if I ſhould go, Y_ 
What hope of mercy from this vengeful foe, 165 


But woman-like to fall, and fall without a blow? : 
We greet not here, as man converſing man, 
Met at an oak, or journeying o'er a plain; 

No ſeaſon now for calm familiar talk, 


Like youths and maidens in an ev'ning-walk: 170 


War is our bus 'neſs; but to whom is giv'n 
To die, or triumph, that determine heav'n ! 


140. 
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Thus ann, like a God the Greek drew nigh; 
His dreadful plumage nodded from on high ; 
The Pelian jav'lin, in his better hand, 175 
Shot trembling rays that glitter'd o'er tlte land; 
And on his breaſt the beamy ſplendours ſhone 
| Like Jove's own lightning, or the riſing ſun, 
As Hector ſees, unuſual terrors riſe ; 
Struck by ſome God, he fears, recedes, and flies. 180 
He leaves the gates, he leaves the walls behind ; 
Achilles follows like the winged wind, 
Thus atthe panting dove a falcon flies, 
| (The ſwifteſt racer of the liquid ſkies), 
| Juſt when he holds, or thinks he holds his prey, 183 
Obliquely wheeling through th? aereal way; 
With open beak and ſhrilling cries he ſprings, 
And aims his claws, and ſhoots upon his wings: 
No leſs fore right the rapid chace they held, 


One urg'd by fury, one by fear impellld; 190 


Now circling round the walls their courſe maintain, 
Where the high watch tow'r overlooks the plain; 
Now where the fig trees ſpread their umbrage broad, 
(A wider compaſs), ſmoke along the road, _ 
Next by Scamander's double ſource they bound, 195 
W here two fam'd ſountains burſt the parted ground ; 
This hot through ſcorching clefts is ſeen to riſe, 
With exhalations ſteaming to the ſkies ; 

That the green banks in ſummer's heat o 'erflows, 
Like cryſtal clear, and cold as winter ſnows. 209 
Each guſhing fount a marble ciſtern fills, 

Whoſe poliſh'd bed receives the falling rills ; 

Where Trojan dames (ere yet alarm'd by Greece) 
Waſh'd their fair garments in the days of peace. 

By theſe they paſs'd, one chafing, one in flight, 205 
[The wighty fled, purſu'd by ſtronger might) ; 
Swift was the courſe ; no vulgar prize they play, 

No vulgar victim muſk reward the day, 
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(Such as in races crown the ſpeedy ſtrife), 


The prize contended was great Hector's life, 210 


As when ſome hero's fun'rals are decreed 

In grateful honour of the mighty dead 
Were high rewards the vig'rous youth ioflame, | 
(some golden tripod, or ſome lovely dame), 


The panting courſers ſwiftly turn the a; 


And with them turns the rais'd ſpectator's ſoul. 
Thus three dimes round the Trojan wall they fly, 
The gazing Gods lean forward from the ſky; 
To whom, while eager on the chace they look, 
The fire of mortals and immortals ſpoke, 
Unworthy ſight! the wan belov'd of heav'n, 
Behold, inglorious round yon city driv'n ! 
My heart partakes the gen'rous Hector's pain; 
Hector, whoſe zeal whole hecatombs has ſlain ; 


220 


Whoſe grateful fumes the Gods receiv'd with; joy, 225 | 


From Ida's ſummits, and the tow'rs of Troy: 
Now ſee him flying! to his fears reſign'd, 

And fate, and fierce Achilles, cloſe behind. 

Con ſult, ye pow'rs ! ('tis worthy your debate), 


Whether to ſaatch him from impending: fate, 230 | 


Ot let him bear, by ſtern Pelides lain, 

(Good as he 1s), the lot impos'd on man ? Fo 
Then Pallas thus; Shall he whole vengeance forms 
The forky bolt, and blackens heav'n with ſtorms, 


Shall be prolong one Trojan's forfeit breath! 235 


A man, a mortal, pre-ordain'd to death! 
And will no murmars fill the courts above? 
No Gods indignant blame their partial Jove ? 

Go then (return'd the ſire) without delay, 
|ixert thy will: I give the fates their way. 240 
Gwift at the mandate pleas'd Tritonia flies, | 
And ſtoops impetuous from the cleaving ſkies, 
As through the foreſt, o'er the vale and lawn 
he well- breath'd beag'e drives the n lawn; 
Wor. II. | . 
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In vain he tries the covert of the brakes, 245 

Or deep beneath the trembling thicket ſhakes: 

Sure of the vapour 1a the tainted dews, 

The certain hound his various maze purſues, 

Thus ſtep by ſtep, where-&er the Trojan wheel'd, 
There ſwift Achilles compaſs'd round the field. 250 
Oft as to reach the Dardan gates he bends, 

And hopes th' aſſiſtance of his pitying friends, 

{Whoſe ſhow'ring arrows, as he cours'd below, 


” From the high turrets might oppreſs the foe), 


So oft Achilles turns him to the plain: „ 
He eyes the city, but he eyes in vain. | 
As men in flumbers ſeem with ſpeedy pace 

One to purſue, and one to lead the chace; 
Their ſinking limbs the fancy'd courſe forſake, 

Nor this can fly, nor that can overtake: 2260 
No leſs the lab'r ing heroes pant and ſtrain; 

While that but flies, and this purſues in vain. 
What God, O Muſe! aſſiſted Hector's force, 

With fate itſelf ſo long to hold the courſe? 
Phaœbus it was; who, in his lateſt hour, 265 


Endu'd his knees with ſtrength, his nervcs with power. 


And great Achilles, leſt ſome Greeks advance 

Should ſnatch the glory from his lifted lance, 
Sign'd to the troops, to yield his foe the way, 

And leave untouch'd the honours of the day. 240 
Jove lifts the golden balances, that ſhow {7 
The fates of mortal men, and things below: 

Here each contending hero's lot he tries, 

And weighs, with equal hand, their deſtinies, 

_ Low ſinks the ſcale ſurcharg'd with Hector's fate; 279 
Heavy with death it ſinks, and hell receives the weight, 
Ihen Phoebus leſt him. Fierce Minerva flies 

To ſtern Pelides, and, triumphing, cries : 

Oh lov'd of Jove! this day your lahours ce aſe, 

And conqueſt blazes with full beams on Greece, 280 
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Great Hector falls: that Hector fam'd ſo far, | 
Drunk with renown, inſatiable of war, 
Falls by thy hand and mine ! nor force nor flight "oo 
Shall more avail him, nor his God 8 1 
See, where in vain he ſupplicates above, n 
Roll'd at the feet of unrelenting Jove! 
Reſt here: myſelf will lead the Trojan on, 
And urge to meet the fate he cannot ſhun, 
Her voice divine the chief with joyful mind 
'  Obey'd; and reſted, on his lance reclin'd, 296 
| While like Deiphobus the martial dame, | 
(Her face, her yeſture, and her arms the ſame), 
In ſhow an aid, by hapleſs Hector's ſide 28 | 
| Approach'd, and greets him thus with voice bely'd, 3 
150 Jong, O Hector! have I borne the fight 295 5 | 
of this diſtreſs, and ſorrow d in thy flight: ; 
It fits us now a noble ſtand to make, 
And here, as brothers, equal fates partake, | 1 
[Then he: © prince | aily'd in blood and fame, |. 
Dearer than all that own a brother's name: $09 
, | oOfall that Hecuba to Priam bore, : 
r, | Long try'd, long Jod: much lov'd, but honour'd 
more | 
Since you, of all our num'rous race, alone 
Defend my life, regardleis of your own, 5 = 
@ Again the Goddeſs ; Much my father's pray r. 305 . 
15 And much my mother's, preſs'd me to forbear : | kl 
My friends embrac'd my knees, adjur'd my ſay: | 
But ſtronger love impell'd, and 1 obey, 45 
Come then, the glorious conflict let us try, | i} 
Let the ſteel ſparkle, and the jav lin fly: 310 = 
Or let us ſtretch Achilles on the field, i = — 
br to his arm our bloody trophies yield. © W || 
: Fraudful the ſaid : then ſwiftly march'd before : : 
The Dardan hero ſhuns his ſoe no more, 
1 
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Sternly they met, The ſilence Hector broke; 315 


His dreadful plumage nodded as he ſpoke. 
Enough, O ſon of Peleus! Troy has view'd 


Fer walls thrice circled, and her chief purſu'd. 


Put now ſome God within me bids me try 
Thine, or my fate: I kill thee, or I die, Yd 


Vet on the verge of battle let us ſtay, 


And for a moment's ſpace ſuſpend the day; 


Let heav'n's high pow'rs be call'd to arbitrate 
The juſt conditions of this ſtern debate; os 
(Eternal witneſſes of all below, . 325 


And faithful guardians of the treaſur'd vow !) 


To them I ſwear; if victor in the ſtrife, 
Jove by theſe hands ſhall ſhed thy noble life, 

No vile diſhonour ſhall thy corpſe purſue ; | 

Stript of its arms alone (the conqu”ror's due), 330 


The reſt to Greece uninjur'd I'Il reſtore : 


Now plight thy mutual oath, I aſk no more. 


Taſk not of oaths, (the dreadtul chief replies, 


While anger flaſn'd from his diſdainful eyes), 
Deteſted as thou art, and ought to be, 2 


Nor oath nor pact Achilles plights with thee: 


Such pacts as lambs and rabid wolves combine, 
Such leagues as men and furious lions join, 


To ſuch I call the Gods! one conſtant (tate 
Of laſting rancour and eternal hate: 3240 


No thought but rage, and never ceaſing ſtrife, 


Till death extinguifh rage, and thought, and life, 


Rouſe then thy forces this important hour, 
Collect thy ſoul, and call forth all thy pow'r. 
No farther ſubterfuge, no farther chance 345 


Tis Pallas, Pallas gives thee to my lance, _ 
Each Grecian ghoſt by thee depriv'd of breath, 


Now hovers round, and calls the? to thy death. 


He ſpoke, and launch'd his javlin at the foe; 


But HeQor ſhunn'd the meditated blow: 350 
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He ſtoop'd, while o'er his head the flying ſpear 
Sung innocent, and ſpent its force in air. 
Minerva watch'd it falling on the land, 

Fhen drew, and gave to great Achilles' hand, 


Unſeen of Hector, who, elate with joy, e 
| Now ſhakes his lance, and braves the dread of Troy. 


The life you boaſted to that jav'lin gis'n, 


| Prince! you have m-{s'd, My fate depends on heay' 0; 


To thee (preſumptuous as chou art) unknown, 


Or what muſt prove my fortune, or thy own, 36 


Boaſting is but an art, our fears to blind, 1 | 
And with falſe terrors ſink another's mind, 

But know, whatever fate I am to try, 

By no diſhoneſt wound ſhall Hector die; 5 
I ſhall not fall a fugitive at leaſt, 38 


My ſoul ſhall bravely iſſue from my breaſt: 
But firſt try thou my arm; and may this dart 


End all my country's woes, deep bury'd i in thy heart 1. 


The weapon, fle w, its courſe unerring held, 


Unerring, but the heav'nly ſhield repellded 370 


The mortal dart; reſulting with a bound 
From off the ringing orb, it ſtruck the ground. 


| Hedor beheld his jav'lin fall in vain, 


Nor other lance, nor other hope remain; 


Ae calls Deiphobus, demands a ſpear, 377 
In vain, for no Deiphobus was there. T 


All comfortleſs he ſtands; then, with a ſigh: 
'Tis ſo—heav?n wills it, and my hour is nigh! 


I deem'd Deiphobus had heard my call; 
F But he ſecure lies guarded in the wall, 380 
A God deceiv'd me; Paltas, twas thy deed; _ 
Death and black fate approach! *tis I ain bleed. 
No refuge now, no ſuecour fron above; 


Great Jove deſerts me, and the ſon of I ve, 
propitious once, and kind! Then welcome fate ! 38 5 
Tis true I periſh, yet] periſh great: 
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Yet in a mighty deed I ſhall expire; 


Let future ages hear it, and admire! 


Fierce, at the word, his weighty ſword he drew, 
And, all collected, on Achilles flew, 390 


So Jove's bold bird, high balanc'd in the air, 


Stoops from the clouds to truſs the quiv ring hare. 


Nor leſs Achilles his fierce ſon] prepares; 
Before his breaſt the flaming ſhield he bears, 


Refulgent orb! above his fourfold cone 395 
| The gilded horfe hair ſparkled in the ſun, N 


Nodding at ev'ry ſtep, (Vulcanian frame !) 


And as he mov?d, his figure ſeem'd on flame. 
As radiant Heſper ſhines with keener light, 
Far beaming o'er the ſilver hoſt of night, 400 
When all the ſtarry train emblaze the ſphere; 
So ſhone the point of great Achilles“ ſpear. 


In his right hand he waves the weapon round, 
Eyes the whole man, and meditates the wound: 
But the rich mail Patroclus lately wore, — 1 
Securely cas'd the warrior's body o'er, 

One place at length he ſpies to let in fate, | 
Where 'twixt the neck and throat the jointed plate 
Gave entrance: through that penetrable part 


Furious he drove the well-dire&ed dart: 410 


Nor pierc'd the windpipe yet, nor took the pow'r 
Of ſpeech, unhappy! from thy dying hour. 


Prone on the field, the bleeding warrior lies, 


While thus, triumphing, ſtern Achilles cries. 


At laſt is Hector ſtretch'd upon the plain, 418 
Who fear'd no vengeance for Patroclus flain: 
Then, prince! you ſhould have fear'd what now you 


feel; 
Achilles abſent was Achilles ſtill. 
Yet a ſhort ſpace the great avenger Raid, 


Then low in duſt thy ſtrength and 1 1 8 
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Peaceful he ſleeps with all our rites adorn'd, 

For ever honour d, and for ever mourn'd: 

While caſt to all the rage of hoſtile pow'r, 

| Thee birds ſhall mangle, and thee dogs devour, 


Then Hector, fainting at th' approach of death: 425 


By thy own ſoul + by thoſe who gave thee breath! 
By all the ſacred prevalence of pray'r! . 
Ah leave me not for Grecian dogs to tear l 
The common rites of ſepulture beſtow, 


To ſooth a father's and a mother's wo; 18 450 


Let their large gifts procure an urn at leaſt, 

And Hector's aſhes in his country reſt. 

No, wretch accurs'd; relentleſs he replies, 

(Flames, as he ſpoke, ſhot flaſhing from his eyes); 

Not thoſe who gave me breath, ſhould bid me ſpare, 435 
Nor all the ſacred prevalence of pray'r, 

Could I myſelf the bloody banquet join! 

No—to the dogs that carcaſe I refign, 


Should Troy, to bribe me, bring forth all her fre, 
And giving thouſands, offer thouſands more; 440 


Should Dardan Priam, and his weeping dame, 
Drain their whole realm to buy one fun'ral flame; 
; Their Hector on the pile they ſhould nor ſee, 

Nor rob the vultures of one limb of thee. 


Then thus the chief his dying accents dre w: 445 


Thy rage, implacable! too well 1 knew : 

The furies that relentleſs breaſt have ſteel'd, 
And curs'd thee with a heart that cannot yield. 
Yet think, a day will come, when fate's decree 


And angry Gods ſhall wreak this wrong on thee; 450 


Phcebus and Paris ſhall avenge my fate, 

And ſtretch thee here, before this Scæan gate, 

He ceas'd, The fates ſappreſs'd-his lab'ring breath, 

And his eyes ſtiffen'd at the hand of death; 

To the dark realm the ſpirit wings its way, 453 

(The manly body left a load of clay); 75 | 
K 4 


> CI I rea no a 


— — 


err ** 


2 _ 


— 
— - 


_ 1 5 * * 2 * 
22 OO oo . 


3 IIEInET AN 


„ ————— — —  — AAA A  ———— _ ZDA —_ 
—— 9 - N ” 


224 HOMER's ILIAD. Book XXII. 
And plaintive glides along the dreary coaſt, 
A naked, wand'ring, melancholy ghoſt + 

Achilles, muſing as he roll'd his eyes | 
Ober the dead hero, thus (unheard) replies. 460 
Die thou the firſt ! When Jove and heav'n ordain, 


1 follow thee——He ſaid, and ſtrippꝰd the ſlain. 


Then forcing backward-from the gaping wound 
The reeking jav'lin, caſt it on che ground. 1 
The thronging Greeks behold with wond' gag my 465 
His manly beauty and ſuperior ſize: 

While ſome ignobler, the great dead deface 


: With wounds ungen'rous, or with taunts diſgrace 2 
How chang'd that Hector! who like Jove of late 


*+ Sent lightning on our fleets, and fcatter'd fate!” 479 
High o'er the flain the great Achilles ſtands, 
Begirt with heroes, and ſurrounding bands; 


And thus aloud, while all the hoſt attends :- 


Princes and leaders! countrymen and friends! 


Since now at length the pow'rful will of heav'n 475 


The dire deſtroyer to our arm has giv'n, 

Is not Troy fall'n already? Haſte, ye Powers! 

See, if already their deſerted tow'rs 

Are leſt unmann'd; or if they yet retain 

The ſouls of heroes, their great Hector {hin ? 480 
But what is Troy, or glory what to me? 

Or why reflects my mind on ought but thee, 

Divine Patroclus! Death has ſeal'd his eyes; 
Unwept, unhonour'd, uninterr'd he lies! 

Can his dear image from my ſoul depart, 485 
Long as the vital ſpirit moves my heart? 8 
If, in the melancholy ſhades below, 

The flames of friends and lovers ceaſe to glow, 


Vet mine ſhall ſacred laſt; mine undecay d, 8 
Burn on thro' death, and animate my ſhade. 490 
Meanwhile, ye ſons of Greece, in triumph bring 

The corpſe of Hector, and your Pans ling : 


3 
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Be this the ſong, flow-moving tow'rd the ſhore, 


Hector is dead, and Ilion is no more,” 


Then his fell ſoul a thought of vengeance bred, 495 
(Unworthy of himſelf, and of the dead); 
The nervous ancles bor'd, his feet he bound 
With thongs inſerted thro' the double wound; 


{ Theſe fix'd up high behind the rolling wain, 
His graccful head was trail'd along the plain, 500 


Proud on his car th? inſulting victor Rood, 
And bore aloft his arms, diſtilling blood. 
He {mites the ſteeds; the rapid chariot flies z - 


| The ſudden clouds of circling duſt ariſe, 


Now loſt is all that formidable air; 505 
The face divine, and long deſcending hair, 
Purple the ground, and ſtreak the ſable ſand; 


Deform'd, dilhonour'd, in his native land! 15 | 
Giv'n to the rage of an inſulting throng! | 
And, in his parents ſight, now dragg'd along! 510 


| She rent her treſſ:s, venerably grey, 
And caſt, far off, the regal veils away. 


Fhe mother firſt beheld with ſad ſurvey; 4 


With piercing ſhrieks his bitter fate ſhe moans, 
While the fad father anſwers groans with groans, 51 55 
Tears after tears his mournful cheeks o er flow, 

And the whale city wears one face of wo: 

No leſs than it the rage of hoſtile fires, 

From her foundations curling to her ſpires, 


O'er the proud citadel at length ſhould riſe, . 520 


And the laſt blaze ſend Ilion to the ſkies. 


The wretched monarch of the falling ſtate, . 
Diſtracted, preſſes to the Dardan gate. 


Scarce the whole people {top his deſp'rate courſe, 
While ſtrong affliction gives the feeble force; 52 $3 
Grief tears his heart, and drives him to and fro, 


In all the raging impotence of wo, 
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At length he roll'd in duſt, and thus begun, 
Imploring all, and naming one by one. 

Ah! let me, let me go where forrow calls; >30 
I, only I, will iſſue from your walls, -” 
| (Guide or companion, friends! 1 aſk ye none), 


And bow before the murd'rer of my ſon. 


My grief perhaps his pity may engage; | 
Perhaps at leaſt he may reſpect my age. = þ 
He has a father too; a man like me; e 
One, not exempt from age and miſery, 
(Vig'rous no more, as when his young embrace 
- Begot this peſt of me, and allmy race). Os 
How many valiant ſons, in early bloom, 540 
Has that curs'd hand ſent headlong to the tomb? 
Thee, Hector! laſt: thy loſs (divinely brave) 
Sinks my ſad ſoul with ſorrow to the grave. 
Oh had thy gentle ſpirit paſs'd in peace, 0 
The ſon expiring in the ſire's embrace, 645 


While both thy parents wept the fatal hour, 


And, bending o'er thee, mix'd the tender ſhowr ! 


Some comfort that had been, ſome ſad relief, 
To melt in full ſatiety of grief! 
Thus wail'd the father, grov'ling on the ground, $50 
And all the eyes of Ilion ſtream'd around. 
Amidſt her matrons Hecuba appears, 
(A mourning princeſs, and a train in tears) : 
Ah! why has heav'n prolong'd this hated breath, 
Patient of horrors, to behold thy death ? $55 
Oh Hector! late thy parents pride and joy, 
The boaſt of nations! the defence of Troy! 
To whom her ſafety and her ſame ſhe ow'd; 
Her chief; her hero, and almoſt her God! | 
O fatal change! become in one ſad day 560 


A ſenſeleſs corſe ! inanimated clay! 


But not as yet the fatal news had ſpread | 
To fair Andromache, of Hector dead; 
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As yet no meſſenger had told his fate, 


Nor ev'n his ſtay without the Sczan gate, 565 


Far in the cloſe receſſes of the dome, 
Penſive ſhe ply'd the melancholy loom; 
A growing work employ'd her ſecret hours, 
Contus'dly gay with intermingled flow'rs. 


Her fair hair'd handmaids heat the brazen urn, 570 


The bath preparing for her lord's retarn ; 

In vain : alas! her lord returns no more . 

Unbath'd he lies, and bleeds along the ſhore ! 

Now from the walls the ciamours reach her ear, 


And all her members ſhake with ſudden fear; 575 


Forth from her iv'ry hand the ſhuttle falls, 
As thus, aſtoniſh'd, to her maids ſhe calls. 

Ah follow me! (the cry'd}; what plaintive noiſe - 
Invades my ear! ? Tis ſure my mother's voice. 


My falt'ring knees their trembling frame Geert; 380 


A pulſe unuſual flatters at my heart; 

Some ſtrange difaſter, ſome reverſe of fate 

(Ye Gods avert it) threats the Trojan ſtate. 

| Far be the omen which my thoughts ſuggeſt ! 


But much I tear my dauntleſs Hector's breaſt 58; 


Confronts Achilles; chas'd along the plain, 

Shut from our walls! I fear, I fear him ſlain! 

Safe 1n the croud he ever ſeorn'd to wait, 

And ſought for glory in the jaws of fate: | 

Perhaps that noble heat has coſt his breath, 590 

Now quench'd for ever in the arms of death. | 
She ſpoke; and furious, with diſtracted pace, 

Fears in her heart, and anguiſh in her face, 

F.ies thro” the dome, (the maids her ſteps purſue), 


And mounts the walls, and ſends around her view, 595 : 


Too ſoon her eyes the killing object found, 

The godlike Hector dragg'd along the ground. 

A ſudden darkneſs ſhades her ſwimming eyes: 

| She faints, ſhe falls; ber breath, her colour flies, 
K 6 
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Her hair's faic ornaments, the braids that bound, 660 


The net that held them, and the wreath that crown'd, 


The veil and diadem, flew far away; 


| (The gift of Venus on her bridal day). 


Around a train of weeping ſiſters ſtands _ 


To raiſe her ſinking with affiſtant hands. 605 


Searce from the verge of death recalbd, again 
She faints, or but recovers. to complain. 
O wretched huſband of a wretched wife! 
Born with one fate, to one unhappy life! 
For ſure one ſtar its baneful beam diſplayd 610 


On Priam's roof, and Hippoplacia's ſhade. 
From diff rent parents, diff'rent climes we came, 
At diffrent periods, yet our fate the ſame ! 

Why was my birth to-great Action ow'd ? 


And why was all that tender care beſtow'd? 615 


Would I had never been thou, the ghoſt 


Of my dead huſband ! miſerably Joſt! 


Thou to the diſmal realms for ever gone! 

And I abandon'd, deſolate, alone ! 555 
An only child, once comfort of my pains, 620 
Sad product now of hapleſs love, remains! 


No more to ſmile upon his fire ! no friend 

To help him now! no father to defend! 

For ſhould he ?*ſcape the ſword, the common doom! 
W hat wrongs attend him, and what griefs to come ? 


Ev'n from his own paternal roof expell'd, 626 


Some ſtranger ploughs his patrimonial field. 
The day, that to the ſhades the ſather ſends, 


Robs the ſad orphan of his father's friends: 


He, wretched otitcalt of mankind ! appears 630 


For ever ſad, for ever bath'd in tears: 


Amongſt the happy, unregarded he, 


Hangs on the robe, or trembles at the knee, 


While thoſe his father's former bounty fed, | 
Nor reach the goblet, nor divide the bread: 635 


And to his widow'd mother vainly mourn, 
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The kindeſt but his preſent wants allay, _ 
, To leave him wretched the ſucceeding day. 


Frugal compaſhon-! Heedleſs they who boaſt 

Both parents ftill, nor feel what he has loſt, | 
Shall cry, © Begone ! thy father feaſts not here, 10 64 
The wretch obeys, retiring with a tear, 


Thus wretched, thus retiring all in tears, 


To my ſad ſoul Aſtyanax appears! 
Forc'd. by repeated inſults to return, 

ag Sete 645 
He, who with tender delicacy bred, y 
With princes ſported, and on dainties fed, 


And when ſtill ev'ning gave him up to-reſt, 


Sunk ſoft in down upon the nurſe's breaſt, 


. Muſt—ah what mult he not? Whom [lion calls 65 


Aſtyanax, from her well-guarded walls, 


ls now that name no more, unhappy boy 1 
since now no more the father guards his Troy. 
But thou, my Hector, ly'ſt expos'd in air, 
Far from thy parents and thy conſort's care, 65 8 


Whoſe hand in vain, directed by her love, 


The martial ſcarf and robe of triumph wove. 
Now to. de vouring flames be theſe a prey, 
' _ Uſeleſs to thee, from this accurſed day! 


Yet let the ſacrifice at leaſt be paid, IE 
An honour to the living, not the dead! 

So ſpake the mournful dame: her matrons hear, 
Sigh back her ſighs, and anſwer tear with tear, 
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THE ARGUMEN r. 


Achilles and the Myrmidens ds honours. to the body of 
Patroclus. After the funeral feaſt, he retires to the 
fea ſhare, where, fulling aſleep, the ghoſt ef his friend 
appears to him, and demands the rites of burial, 
The next morning the ſoldiers are ſent with mules 

and waggons to fetch word for the pyre, The fune- ( 
ral proceſſion, and the offering their hair to the dead, 1 * 
Achilles ſacrifices ſeveral animals, and laſtly, twelve f 
Trojan captives at the pile, then ſets fire to it. He | 
| pays libations to the winds, which ( at the inſtance N 
of Iris ) riſe, and raiſe the flames, When the pile 
has burned all night, they gather the bones, place 1 © 
I 

C 


PA - fra wood fond ond 


| them in an urn of gold, and raiſe the tomb, Achil. 

6 les inſtitutes the funeral games ; the chariot-race, 

"8 the fight of the cæſtus, the wreſtling, the feat race, 

j the ſingle combat, the diſcus, the ſhooting with ar- F 
rows, the darting the javelin: the uarious deſerip- E 


f N | tion of which, and the various ſucceſs of the ſeveral 1 
418 antagoniſts, make the greateſt. part of the buck, 
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In this book ends the thirtieth day. The night fol- 


(PR © oo FOE 5 3 


lowing the ghoſt of Patroclus appears to Achilles: 
the one and thirtieth day is employed in felling the 


timber for the pile; the two and thirtiech in burn - 


ing it; and the three and thirtieth in the games. | 


T he ſcene is generally on the ſea- Wore, 


Hus hambled 3 in the ouſt, the ende train 
Thro' the fad city mourn'd her hero flain, 


| The body ſoii'd wich duſt, and black with gore, 
Lies on broad Helleſpont's reſounding ſhore : 


The Grecians ſeek their ſhips, and clear the ſtrand, [- 


All, but the martial Myrmidonian band: 

Theſe yet aſſembled great Achilles holds, 

And the ſtern purpoſe of his mind onfolds. 
Not yet (my brave companions of the war) 


| Releaſe your ſmoaking courſers from the car; 10 
But, with his chariot each in order led, | 


perform due honours to Patroclus dead. 
Ere yet from reſt or food we ſeek relief, 


Some rites remain, to glut our rage of orief, 


| (Achilles firſt) their courſers round the dead; 


The troops obey'd ; and thrice in order led 15 


And thrice their ſorrows and laments renew; 


Tears bathe their arms, and tears the ſands bedew. 


For ſuch a warrior Thetis aids their wo, 

Melts their ſtrong hearts, and bid their eyes to flow. | 

f But chief, Pelides: thick-fucceeding fighs 20 
Burſt from his heart, and torrents 1 his eyes: 

His ſlaught' ring hands, yet red with blood, he laid 


On his dead friend's cold breaſt, and thus he ſaid. 
All hail, Patroclus ! let thy honour'd gholt 25 
Hear, and rejoice on Pluto's dreary coaſt ; 


' Behold ! Achilles? promiſe is complete; 
The bloody Hector ſtretch'd before thy feet, 
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Lo! to the dogs his carcaſe I reſign; 


And twelve ſad victims, of the Tran line, 30; 


Sacred to vengeance, inſtant, ſhall expire, 
There lives effus'd around thy ſun'ral pyre. 
__ Gloomy he ſaid, and (horrible to view) 


Before the bier the bleeding Hector threw | 
Prone on the duſt, The Myrmidons arcund 35 
Unbrac'd their armour, and the ſteeds unbound, 


All to Achilles' ſable ſhip repair, 


Frequent and full, the genial feaſt to ſhare, 


Now from the well-fed ſwine black ſmokes aſpire, 


The briſtly victims hiſſing o'er the fire: ERS. 


The huge ox bellowing fa'ls; with feebler cries 
Expires the goat; the hey: in ſilence dies, 


Around the hero's proſtrate body flow'd, 
In one promiſcuous ſtream, the reeking blood. 
And now a band of Argive monarchs brings 47 
The glorious victor to the king of kings. 
From his dead friend the penſive warrior went, 
With ſteps unwilling, to the regal tent, 
Th' attending heralds, as by office bound, | 
With kindled flames the tripod vaſe ſurround; 50 
To cleanſe his conqu ring hands from hoſtile gore, 
They urg'd in vain; the chief refus'd, and ſwore. 


No drop ſhall touch me, by almighty Jove! 
The firſt and greatelt of the Gods above! 


Till on: the pyre I place thee; till I rear 55 


The graſſy mound, and clip thy ſacred bair. 
Some eaſe at leaſt thoſe pious rites may give, 
And ſooth my ſorrows, while I bear. to.live, 


_ Howe'er, reluctant as I am, I ſtay, 
Ard ſhare your feaſt ; but, with the dawn of day, 60: 


(O king of men !), it claims thy royal care, 
That Greece the warrior's fun'ral pile prepare, . 
And bid the foreſts fall. (ſuch rites are paid - 
To heroes ſlumb'ring in eternal ſhade). 
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Then, when his earthly part ſhall mount in fire, 65 


Let the leagu'd ſquadrons to their poſts retire. 


The rage of hunger and of thirſt allay; 
Then caſe in ſleep the labours of the day. 


"— He ſpoke ; they hear him, and the word obey; 


But great Pelides, ſtretch'd along the ſhore, 70 


Where dafſh'd on rocks the broken billows roar, 
Lies in'y groaning ; while on either hand. 
The martial Myrmydons confus'dly ſtand. 


5 Along the graſs his langaid members fall, 
_ Tir'd with his chace around the Trojan wall; 75 


Huſh'd by the murmurs of the rolling deep, 
At length he ſinks in the ſoft arms of ſleep. 
When lo! the ſhade, before his cloſing eyes, 
Of ſad Patroclus roſe, or ſe:cm'd to riſe; 


In the ſame robe he living wore, he came; 90 


In ſtature, voice; and Pleaſing look, the ſame. 
The form familiar hover'd o'er his head:  Y 
And ſleeps Achilles, (thus the phantom ſaid), 5 
Sleeps my Achilles, his Patroclus dead? 


Living, I ſeem'd his deareſt, tend reſt care, $5 | 


| But now forgot, I wander in the air. 

Let my pale corſe the rites of burial know, 

And give me entrance in the realms below: 

Till then, the ſpirit finds no reſting place, 

But here and there th' unbody'd ſpectres chaſe 90 
The vagrant dead around the dark abode, 

' Forbid to croſs th irremeable flood, 

Now give thy hand; for to the farther ſhore 

When once we paſs, the foul returns no more: 


When once the laſt funereal flames aſcend, 95 


No more ſhall meet Achilles and his friend; 


No more our thoughts to thoſe we lov'd make known 3 - 


Or quit the deareſt, to converſe alone. 
Me fate has ſever'd from the ſons ot earth, 


The fate foredoom'd that waited from my birth: 100 
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| Thee too it waits before the Trojin wall a 
1 Ev'n great and godlike thou art doom'd to fall. 
Hear then; and as in ſate and love we join, 
| = Ah ſuffer that my bones may reſt with thine! 1 
i | Together have we liv'd, together bred, OD 
1 One houſe receiv'd us, and one table fed: by 1 
+ That golden urn thy Goddeſs mother gave, Eo 
14 May mix our aſhes in one common grave. 
1 And is it thou? (he anſwers), to my fight 
| Once more return'ſt thou from the realms of night? 110 
| | c0Ch more than brother! Think each office paid, 
=- Whate'er can reſt a diſcontented ſhade ; 
i | But grant one Jaſt embrace, unhappy boy ! 
1.8 Afford at leaſt that melancholy joy. | 
' He ſaid, and with his longing arms eſſay d 211 
1 In vain to graſp the viſionary ſhades  » 
Like a thin ſmoke he ſees the ſpirit *. . 
1 And hears a feeble lamentable cry. : 5 
1 Confus'd he wakes; amazement breaks the bands | 
1 Olf golden ſleep, and ſtarting from the ſands, cok 
| Penfive he muſes with uplifted hands. 
| *Tis true, 'tis certain; man, though dead, retains 
z | Part of himſelf; th' lace) mind remains: 
The form ſubſiſts without the body's aid, 
Aereal ſemblance, and an empty ſhade! 125 
This night my friend, ſo late in battle loſt, 
Stood at my ſide, a penſive, plaintive ghoſt ; 
Ev'n now familiar, as in life, he came, 7 
Alas! how diff rent! yet how like the ſame ! 
Thus while he ſpoke, each eye grew big with tears: A 


And now the roſy finger'd morn appears, 1131 ＋ 
Shews ev'ry mournful face with tears o'erſpread, Ac 
And glares on the pale viſage of the dead, Su 
But Agamemnon, as the rites demand, ge 


With mules and waggons lends a choſen band 13s p. 
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To load the timber, and the pile to rear; 8 
A charge conſign'd to Merion's faithful care. 
With proper inſtruments they take the road, 
Axes to cut, and ropes to fling the load. 
Firſt march the heavy muies, ſecurely ſlow, 140 
O'er hills, o'er dales, o'er craps, o'er rocks they go: 
Jumping high o'er the ſhrubs of the rough ground, 
Rattle the clatt ring cars, and the ſhock'd axles bound, 
But when arriv'd at Ida's ſpreading woods, 7 
(Fair Ida, water'd with deſcending floods) 1 45 
Loud ſounds the axe, redoubling ſtrokes on ſtrokes ; 

n all ſides round the foreſt hurls her oaks 

| Headlong. Deep echoing groan the thickets brown; 

Ihen ruſtling, crackling, crafhing, thunder down. | 


| The wood the Grecians cleave, prepar'd to burn; 150 . 


And the flow mules the ſame rough road return. 
The ſturdy woodmen equal burdens bore 
| {Such charge was giv'n them) to the ſandy ſhore 3 
here on the ſpot which great Achilles ſhow'd, 
5 | They eas d their ſhoulders, and diſpos'd the load; 155 
Cireling around the place, where times to come 
| Shall view Patroclus' and Achilles' tomb. 
The hero bids his marſhal troops appear 
High on their cars in all the pomp of war; 
5 Each in refulgent arms his limbs attires, 160 
| | All mount their chariots, combatants and ſquires, 
| The chariots firſt proceed, a ſhining train 
Then clouds of foot that ſmoke along the plain : 
Next theſe the melancholy band appear, 
3: Amidſt, lay dead Patroclus on the bier: 165 
| O'er all the corſe their ſcatter'd locks they throw; 
Achilles next, oppreſs'd with mighty wo, 
Supporting with his hands the hero's head, 
| Bends o'er th? extended body of the dead. 
Patroclus decent on th' appointed ground 170 
They place, and heap the ſylvan pile around. 
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But great Achilles ſtands apart in pray'r, 
And from his head divides the yellow hair; 


'T hoſe curling locks which from his youth he vow' d, 


And ſacred grew, to Sperchius' honour'd flood: 
Then ſighing, to the deep his looks he caſt, 
And roll'd his eyes around the wat'ry waſte. 


Sperchius! whoſe waves in mazy errors loſt 


Delightful roll along my native coaſt! 0 
To whom we vainly vow'd, at our return, 
Theſe locks to fall, and hecatombs to burn; 
Full fifty rams to bleed in ſacrifice, 
Where to the day thy ſilver fountains riſe, 
And where in ſhade of conſecrated *|bow'rs 
Thy altars ſtand, perfum'd with native flow'rs ! 
So vow'd my father, but he vow'd in vain; 
No more Achilles ſees his native plain 
In that vain hope thoſe hairs no longer grow, 
Patroclus bears them to the ſhades below. 
| Thus ofer Patroclus while the hero pray'd, 
On his cold hand the ſacred lock he laid. 
Once more afreſh the Grecian ſorrows flow: 
And now the ſun had ſet upon their wo; 
But to the king of men thus ſpoke the chief, 
Enough, Atrides ! give the troops relief ! 
Permit the mourning legions to retire, 
And let the chiefs alone attend the pyre; 
The pious care be ours, the dead to burn 
He ſaid : the people to their ſhips return: 
While thoſe deputed to inter the ſlain, 
Heap with a riſing pyramid the plain; 
A hundred foot in length, a hundred wide, 
The growing ſtructure ſpreads on ev'ry ſide; 
High on the top the manly corſe they lay, 
And well- fed ſheep and ſable oxen fly : 
Achilles cover'd with their fat the dead, 
And the pil'd victims round the body ſpread; . 
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Pour forth their lives, and on the pyre are thrown. 


237 
Then jars of honey and of fragrant oil 


Saſpends around, low-bending o'er the pile. 
Four ſprightly eures with a deadly groan 210 
Of nine large dogs, domeſtic at his board, 

Fall two, ſelected to attend their lord. 


Ihen laſt of all, and horrible to tell, 
Sad ſacrifice! twelve Trojan captives fell. 
On thele the. rage of fire victorious preys, 
Involves and joins them in one common blaze. 
Smear'd with the bloody rites, he ſtands on high, 


215 


And calls the ſpirit with a dreadful cry, 
All hail, Patroclus ! let thy vengeful ghoſt 220 

Hear, and exuit on Pluto's dreary coaſt, 

Behold, Achilles“ promiſe fully paid, 

Twelve Trojan heroes effer'd to thy ſhade; 

Pat heavier fates on Hector's corſe attend, 5 
Sav'd from the flames for hungry dogs to rend, 225 
So ſpake he, threat'ning ; but the Gods made vain 
His threat, and guard inviolate the ſlain: 

Celeſtial Venus hover'd o'er his head, 

And roſeat unguents (heav'nly fragrance !) ſhed : 

She watch'd him all the night, and all the day, 230 

And drove the bloodhounds from their deſtin'd prey. 

Nor ſacred Pheebvs leſs employ'd his care 

He pour'd around a veil of gather'd air, 

And kept the nerves undry'd, the fleſh entire, 

Againſt the ſolar beam and Sirian fire. 3 
Nor yet the pile where dead Patroclus lies, 


Smokes, nor as yet the fullen flames ariſe; 


But, faſt beſide, Achilles ſtood in pray'r, 
lavok'd the Gods whole ſpirit move the air, 
And victims promis'd, and libations caſt, 240 
To gentle Zephyr and the Boreal blaſt: 
He call'd th' acreal pow'rs along he ſkies 
To breathe, and whiſper to che fires to riſe, 
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The winged Iris heard the hero's call, 
And inſtant haſten'd to their airy hall, 245 


Where, in old Z-phyr's open courts on high, 


Sat all the bluſt'ring brethren of the ſky. 
She ſhone amidſt them on her painted bow; 


The rocky pave nent glitter'd with the ſhow. 


All from the banquet riſe, and each invites 250 


The various Goddeſs to partake the rites, 
| Not fo, (the dame reply'd), I haſte to go 
To facred Ocean, and the floods below : 


Ev'n now our ſolemn hecatombs attend, 
And heav'n is feaſting on the world's s green end, 255 


With righteous Xthiops (uncorrupted train!) 
Far on th' extremeſt limits of the main. 
But Peleus' ſoa intreats, with ſacrifice, 


The Weſtern Spirit, and the North to riſe; 

Let on Patroclus' pile your blaſt be driven, 26 
And bear the blazing honours high to heav'n. 
Swift as the word ſhe vaniſt'd from their vie w; ; 


swift as the word the winds tumultuous flew ; 


Forth burſt the ſtormy band with und rag roar, 
And heaps on heaps the clouds are toſs'd before. 26; 
To the wide main then ſtooping from the ſkies, 

The heaving deeps in wat'ry mountains riſe: 

Troy feels the blaſt along her ſhaking walls, 

Till on the pile the gather'd tempeſt falls. 

The ſtructure crackles in the roaring fires, 270 


And all the night the plenteous flame aſpires, 


Ali night Achilles hails Patroclus' ſoul, 

With large libation from the golden bowl. 

As a poor father, helpleſs and undone, 
Mourns o'er the aſhes of an only ſon, 275 
Takes a ſad pleaſure the laſt bones to burn, 

And pour in tears, ere yet they cloſe the urn: 

So ſtaid Achilles, circling round the ſhore, 

So watch'd the flames, till now they flame no more, 
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239 
"Twas when, emerging thro' the ſhales of night, 280 


The morning planet told th' approach of light ; 


And faſt behind, Aurora's warmer ray 


Ofer the broad ocean pour'd the golden day: 


Then ſunk the blaze, the pile no lon ger hurn'd, 


And to their caves the whiſtling winds return'd; 23s 


Acroſs the Thracian ſeas their courſe they bore ; 
The ruffled ſeas beneath their paſſage roar, 
Then parting from the pile, he ceas'd to weep, 
And ſunk to quiet in th? embrace of ſleep, Es 8 
Ex hauſted with his grief: mean while the croud 290 
Of thronging Grecians round Achilles ſtood. 


The tumult wak'd him: from his eyes he ſhook | 


Unwilling Humber, and the chiefs beſpoke. 


N kings and princes of th'Achaian name! 


Firſt let us quench the yet remaining flame 
With ſable wine; then (as the rites direct) 
The hero's bones with careful view ſelet; 
(Apart, and eaſy to be known they lie, 


Amid the heap, and obvious to the eye: 
The reſt around the margins will be ſeen, 
Promiſcuous, ſteeds, and immolated men); 


| 1% 


Theſe wrapt in double cawls of fat, prepare; 


And in the golden vaſe diſpoſe with care; 


There let them reſt, with decent honour laid, 
Till I ſhall follow to th infernal ſhade. 


| | | 305 
Meantime erect the tomb with pious hands, | | 


A common ſtructure on the humble ſands; 


Hereaſter Greece ſome nobler work may raiſe, 

And late poſterity record our praiſe, 9 8 
The Greeks obey ; while yet the embers glow, ) 310 
Wide o'er the pile the ſable wine they throw, 5 5 
And deep ſubſides the aſhy heap below. | 

Next the white bones his ſad companions place, 

With tears collected, in the golden vale, 
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The ſacred relics to the tent they bore ; 315 
The urn a veil of linen cover'd o'er, 

That done, they bid the ſepulchre aſpire, 

And caſt the deep foundations round the pyre; 
High in the midſt thy: heap the ſwelling bed 


Of riſing earth, memorial of the dead, 320 


The ſwarming populace the chief detains, 
And leads amidſt a wide extent cf plains; 
There plac'd them round: then from the ſhips proceeds 
A train of oxen, mules, and ſtately fteeds, 


| Vaſes and tripods, for the funeral games), 32 


Reſplendent braſs, and more reſplendent dames. 

Firſt ſtood the prizes to reward the force 

Of rapid racers in the duſty courſe: 4 

A woman for the firſt, in beauty's bloom, 

Sbill'd in the needle and the lab'ring loom; 330 
And a large vaſe, where two bright handles riſe, 

Of twenty meaſures its capacious ſize, 

The ſecond victor claims a mare unbroke, 

Big with a mule, unknowing of the yoke: | 

The third, a charger yet untouch'd with flame; 3 335 

Four ample meaſures held the ſhining frame: 

Two golden talents for the fourth were plac'd ; 

An ample double bowl contents the laſt, 

Theſe in fair order rang'd upon the plain, 

The hero, riſing, thus addreſs'd the train. 340 

Behold the prizes, valiant Greeks! decreed 

To the brave rulers of the racing ſteed; 

Prizes which none beſide ourſeif could gain, 

Should our immortal courſers take the plain: 

(A race unrivall'd, which from Ocean's God 345 

Peleus receiv'd, and on his ſon beſtow'd), | 
But this no time our vigour to diſplay ; 

Nor ſuit, with them, the games of this ſad day: 

| Loſt is Patroclus now, that wont to deck 

Their flowing mages, and ſleek their gloſſy neck. 350 
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Sad, as they ſhar'd in human grief, they ſtand, 

And trail thoſe graceful honours on the ſand! 

Let others for the talk prepare, 

Who truſt the courſer, and the flying car. 
Fir'd at his word the rival racers rie; 1 

But far the firſt, Eumelus hopes the prize, 

Fam'd through Pieria for the fleeteſt breed, 

And ſkill'd to manage the high - bounding ſteed. 

With equal ardour bold Tydides ſwell'd, _ 

The ſteeds of Tros beneath his yoke compelPd, 365 

(Which late obey'd the Dardan chi.f's command, 

When ſcarc? a God redeem'd him from his hand). 

Then Menelaus bis Podargus brings, 

And the fam'd courſer of the king of kings; DS 

Whom rich Echepolus, (more rich than brave), 2 65 

To 'ſcape the wars to Agimemnon gave, 

(Ethe her name), at home to end his days; 

Baſe wealth preferring to eternal praiſe, 

Next him Antilochus demands the courſe, | 

With beating heart, and cheers his Pylian horſe. 370 

Experienc'd Neſtor gives his ſon the reins, 

Directs his judgment, and his heat reſtrains; 


Nor idly warns the hoary fice, nor hears 


The prudent ſon with unattending ears, 
My ſon! tho' youthful ardour fire thy breaſt, 375 
Ihe Gods have lov'd thee,” and with arts have bleſt, 


] Neptune and Jove on thee conferr'd the ſkill, 


Swift round the goal to tura the flying wheel, 

To guide thy condutt little precept needs ; | 
But ſlow, and paſt their vigour, are my iteeds, 380 
Fear not thy rivals, tho! for ſwiftneſs known; 5 
Compare thoſe rivals judgment, and thy on: 

It is not ſtrength, but art, obtains the prize, 

And to be ſwift is leſs than to be wile. 

Tis more by art, than force of num ous ſtrokes, 383 


Ihe dext'rous wood man ſhapes the ſtubborn oaks; 
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By art the pilot, thro? the boiling deep 

And hovling tempeſt, ſteers the ſearleſs ſhip; A 

And *tis the artiſt wins the glorious courſe, 
Not thoſe who truſt in chariots, and in horſe, 390 
In vain; unſkilful, to the goal they ſtrive, 

And ſhort, or wide, th* ungovern'd courſer drive: 
W kite with ſure ill, tho? with inferior ſteeds, 

The knowing racer to his end proceeds; ; 
Fix'd on the goal, his eye foreruns the courſe, 395 
His hand unerring ſteers the ſteady horſe, 

And now contracts, or now extends the rein, 
Obſerving ſtill the foremoſt on the plain. 

Mark then the goal, *tis eaſy to be found; 85 
Von aged trunk, a cubit from the ground; 40⁰ 
Of ſome once ſtately oak the laſt remains, | 

Or hardy fir, unperi{h'd with the rains: 

Inclos'd with ſtones, conſpicuous from afar ; 

And round, a circle for the whesling car. 

(Some tomb perhaps of old, the dead to grace; 405 
Or then, as now, the limit of a race), „ 
Bear cloſe to this, and warily proceed, 

A little bending to the left hand ſteed; 

But urge the right, and give him al! the reins; 
While thy ſtrit hand his fellow's head . 410 
And turns him ſhort; till, doubling as they roll, 
The wheel's round naves appear to bruſh the goal, 
Yet (not to break the car, or lame the horſe) 

Clear of the ſtony heap direct the courſe; 

Leſt, through incautioa failing, thou may de 415 
A joy to others, a reproach to me. 15 
So ſhalt thou paſs the goal, ſecure of mind, 

And leave unſkilful ſwiftneſs far behind; 

Tho thy fierce rival drove the matchleſs Reed | | 
Which bor? Adraiius, of celeſtial breed; 420 
Or the fam'd race, thro' all the regions Ls 8 
That whirl'd the car of proud Laomedon, 


15 


420 


' To mark the racers, and to judge the race. 
At once the courſers from the barrier bound; 


0 Thick, where they 1 N the duſty clouds ariſe, 
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Thus (nought unſaid), the much ad viſing ſage 


"Concludes; then ſat, ſtiff with unwie! dy a age. 


Next bold Meriones was ſeen to riſe, 
The laſt, but not lealt ardent for the prize, oY. 
They mount their ſeats; the lots their place diſpoſe ; 


$2 5- 


(Koll'd in his helmet, theſe Achilles throws.) 


Young Neſtor leads the race: Eumelus then; 
And next the brother of the king of me n; 


4:0 
Thy lot, Mericnes, the fourth was caſt; I 
And far the braveſt, Diomed, was laſt, 
They ſand in order, an impatient train; 
Pelides points the barrier on the plain, 
And ſends before old Phœnix to the place, 435 


The lifted ſcourges all at once reſound ; 
Their heart, their eyes, their voice. they tend before; * 
And vp the champaign thunder from the ſhore: 440 


And the loit courier in the whirlwind flies; | 
Looſe on their ſhoulders the long manes, reclin'd, 
Float in their ſpeed, and dance upon the wind: 
The ſmoaking chariots, rapid as th:y bound, 
Now ſeem to touch the ſky, and now the ground, 
While hot for fame, and conqueſt all their care, 
(Each o'er his flying courſer hung in air), 

Erect with ardour, Pois d upon the rein, 

They pant, they ſtrecch, they ſhoot along the pla! n. 
Now, (the laſt compais tetch'd around the goal), 451 
At the near prize each gathers all his foul, 

Each burns with double hope, with double pain, 


445 


Tears up the ſhore, and thunders tow'rd the main, 


Firſt fla Eumelus on Peretian fte2ds;_ 
With thoſe of Tros, bold Diomed ſucceeds: 
Clole on Eumelus' back they puff the wind, 
And ſeem juſt mounting on his car behind; 

L 2 
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Full on his neck he feels the ſultry breeze, 

And hov'ring o'er, their ſtretching ſhadow ſees. 460 
Then had he loſt, or left a doubtful prize; | 

But angry Phœbus to Tydides flies, 1 

Strikes from his hand the ſcourge, and renders vain 

His matchleſs horſes labour on the plain. 
Rage fills his eye with anguiſh, to ſurvey 465 

Snatch'd from his hope the glories of the day. 

The fraud celeſtial Pallas ſees with pain, 
-Springs to her knight, and gives the ſcourge again, = 

And fills his ſteeds with vigour. At a ſtroke : 
She breaks his rival's chariot from the yoke 4570 

No more their way the ſtartled horſes held; 

The car revers'd came rattling on the field; 

Shot headlong from his ſeat, beſide the wheel, 

Prone on the duſt th' unhappy maſter fell; 

His batter'd face and elbows ſtrike the ground; 490 

Noſe, mouth, and front, one undiſtinguiſh'd wound: 

| Grief ſtops his voice, a torrent drowns his eyes; 
Before him far the glad Tydides flies; 

Minerva's ſpirit drives his matchleſs pace, 

And crowns him victor of the labour'd race. 480 

The next, though diſtant, Menelaus ſucceeds; 

While thus young Neſtor animates his ſteeds, 

Now, now, my gen'rous pair, exert your force 4 

Not that we hope to match Tydides' horſe, 

Since great Minerva wings their rapid way, 485 
And gives their lord the honours of the day. 

But reach Atrides ! ſhall his mare outgo 

Your ſwiftneſs ? vanquiſh'd by a ſemale foe! 

Through your neglect, if lagging on the plain 

The laſt ignoble gift be all we gain; 499 
No more ſhall Neſtor's hand your food ſupply, 
The old man's fury riſes, and ye die. 

| Haſte then; yon narrow road, before our fight, 

Þrelents che occalion, could we uſe it right, 


5 


99 


i Add perjury to fraud, and make it thine . 
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Thus he. The courſers at their maſter's threat, 495 


With quicker ſteps the ſounding champaign — 
And now Antilochus, wich nice ſurvey, 


bObſerves the compaſs of the hollow way. 
was where by force of wintry torrents torn, | 


Faſt by the road a precipice was worn: 500 
Here, where but cne could paſs to ſhun the throng 
The Spartan hero's chariot ſmoak'd along. 


Cloſe up the vent*rous youth reſolves to keep, 


Still edging near, and bears him tow'rd the ſteep. 
Atrides trembling caſts his eyes below, 505 
And wonders at the raſhneſs of his foe, 

Hold, ſtay your ſteeds What madneſs thus to ride 
This narrow way; take larger field (he cry'd) 

Or both muſt fall—Atrides cry'd in vain; 

He flies more fait, and throws up all the rein. 510 
Far as an able arm the diſk can ſend, - 
When youthful rivals their fuil force extend, 

So far, Antilochus ! thy chariot flew IE 
Before the king: he, cautious, backward drew _ 
His horſe compell'd; foreb:ding in his fears 515 
The rattling ruin of the claſhing cars, 5 
The flound'ring courſers rolling on the plain, 


And conqueſt loſt through frantic haſte to gain: 


But thus upbraids his rival as he flies: 
Go, furious youth, ungen'rous and unwiſe! 520 
Go, but expect not I'll the prize reſign; 


Then to his ſteeds with all his force he eries: 
Be ſwift, be vig'rous, and regain the prize! 
Your rivals, deſtitute of youthful force, 525 


With fainting knees ſhall labour in the courſe, 


Already at their heels they wing their way, 


And yield the glory yours The ſteeds obey; 8 
And ſeem already to retrieve the day. 
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Meantime the Grecians in a ring beheld 530 
The courſers bounding o'er the duſty field. 1 5 
The firſt who mark'd them was the Cretan king ; F 
High on a rifing ground, above the ring, 

The monarch ſat; from whence with ſure ſurvey 


He well obſerv'd the chief who led the way, 53 5 


And heard from far his animating cries, 

And faw the foremoſt ſeed with ſharpen'd eyes; 

On whoſe broad front a blaze of ſhining white, 
Like the full moon, ſtood obvious to the ſight, 

He ſaw; and riſing, to the Greeks begun. 540 
Are yonder horſe diſce:n'd by me alone? 5 
Or can ye, all, another chief ſurvey, 

And other Reeds, than lately led the ways 
Thoſe, though the ſwifteſt, by ſome God with held, 
Lie ſure diſabled in the middle field.! 3245 
For ſince the goal they doubled, round the plain i 
J fearch to find them, but I ſearch in vain. 
Perchance the reins forſook the driver's hand, _ 
And, turn'd too ſhort, he tumbled on the ſtrand, 


Shot from the chariot; while his courſers ſtray 5 50 


With frantic fury from the deſtin'd way. 
Riſe then ſome other, and inform my ſight, 
(For theſe dim eyes, perhaps, diſcern not right); 
Vet ſure he ſeems (to judge by ſhape and air) 
The great Ætolian chief, renown'd in war. 555 
Old man! (Oileus raſhly thus replies), 5 : 
Thy tongue too haſtily confers the prize; 
Of thoſe who view the courſe, not ſharpeſt ey'd, 
Nor youngeſt, yet the readieſt to decide. 
 Evmelus? ſteeds high bounding in the chace, 560 
Still, as at fiſt, unrival'd lead the race: | 
1 well diſcern him as he ſhakes the rein, 
And hear his ſhouts victorious o'er the plain. 
Thus he. Idomeneus incens'd, rejoin'd. 
Barb'rcus of words! and arrogant of mind! 565 
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ö Contentious prince! of all the Greeks beſide 

. Thelaſt in merit, as the fir in pride: 

Io vile reproach what an{wer can we make? 

A goblet or a trip«d lat us take, 

And be the king tie judge The moſt unwiſe $570 5 
Will lezrn their raſhnefs, when they pay the price. 

He ſaid: and Ajax by mad paſſion born, 
stern had reply'd; firce ſcorn enhancing ſcorn 
To fell extremes, But Thetis' godlike ſon 


| Awful amidſt them roſe, and thus begun. 575 
Forbear, ye chiefs! reproachſul to contend; ? 
Much would you blame, ſhould others thus offend: 5 
And lo! th' approaching ſteeds your conteſt end. 


No ſooner had he ipoke, but thund'ring near, 
Drives, through a ſtream of dult, the charioteer, 5880 
High o'er his head the circling laſh he wields; 
His bounding horles ſcarcely touch the fields: 
His car amidſt the duſty whirlwind roll'd, 
Bright with the miogled blaze of tin and gold, 
Refulgent through the cloud: no eye could find 385 
\ | The track his flying wheels had left behind: 
And the fierce courſers urg'd their rapid pace 
So ſweiſt, it ſeem'd a flight, and not a race. 
Nou victor at the goal Tydides ſtands, 
Quits his bright car, and ſprings upon the ſands: 590 
. t From the hot ſteeds the ſweaty torrents ſtream; m 
The well ply'd whip is hung athwart the beam: 
With joy brave Sthenelus receives the prize, 
The tripod vaſe, and dame with radiant eyes: 
> Theſe to the ſhips his train triumphant leads, 595 
1 The chief himſelf unyckes the painting ſteeds. 
Young Neſtor follows (who by art not force, 
DOiuerpaſs'd Atrides) in the ſecond cout ſe. 
Benind, Atrides vrg's the race more near ODS 
Tan. to the courſer in his ſwift career 600 


; 
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The following car, juſt touching with his heel, 
And bruſhing with his tail the whirling wheel, 
such and ſo narrow now the ſpace between 
The rivals, late fo diſtant on the green; | 
So ſoon ſwift the her loſt ground regain'd, 605 
One length, one moment, had the race obtain'd. 
Merxion purſu'd, at greater diltance ſtill, 
With tardier courſers, and inferior ſkill, 
Laſt came, Admetus! thy unhappy ſon; 
Slow dragg'd the ſteeds his batter d chariot on: 610 
Achilles ſaw, and pitying thus begun. 
Behold the man whoſe matchlefs art ſurpaſt 
The ſons of Greece! the ableſt, yet the laſt! 
Fortune denies, but juſtice bids. us pay 
{-ince great Tydides bears the firſt away) 
Jo him the ſecond honours of the day. | 
The Greeks conſent with lcud- applauding cries, 
Ard then Eumelus had receiv'd the prize; 
Bot youthful Neſtor, jealous of his fame, T 
Th' award oppoſes, and aſſerts his claim. 620 
Think not (he cries) I tamely will reſign, 2 
O Peleus' fon ! the mare ſo juſtly mine. 
Mat if the Gods, the ſkilful to confound, 
Have thrown the horſe and horſeman to the ground ? 
:rbaps he ſought not heaven by ſacrifice, 625 
Aud vows omitted forteited the prize. | 
If yet (diſtinction to thy friend to ſhow, 
and pleaſe a ſoul deſirous to beſtow) 
Some gift muſt grace Eumelus ; view thy ſtore 
Ol beauteous handmaids, Lads: and ſhining ore, 639 
An ample preſent let him thence receive, 
And Greece ſhall praiſe thy gen'rous thirſt to give, 
But this my prize I never ſhall forego : : 
J his who but touches, warriors! is my foe. 
Thus ſpake the youth: nor did his words offend : 
Pleas'd with the well - turn'd flatt'ry of a friend, 636 


0.7 


so not a leader lhal- our conduct blame, 65 1 


Book XXIII. HOME R's IL IAD. 249 
Achilles ſmil'd: The gift propos'd, (he 9 8 
Antilochus ! we ſhall ourſelf provide. 

With plates of braſs the corſelet cover'd o ver, 
(The ſame renown'd Alteropz us wore);.-: 56840 


Whoſe glitt'ring margins rais'd with ſilver ſhine, 


(No vulgar gift), Eumelus, ſhall be thine, 

He ſaid : Automedon at his comm n! 

The corſelet brought, and gave it to his hand. | 
Diſtinguiſh'd by his friend, his boſom glows 645 
With gen'rous joy: then Menelaus roſe E 9 


The herald plac'd the ſceptre in his hands, 


And ſtill'd the clamour of the ſhouting bands. 

Not without cauſe incens'd at Neſtor's ſon, | 
And, inly grieving, thus the king begun: 650 
The praiſe of wiſdom, in thy youth 8 c 

An act ſo raſh (Antilochus) has ſtain'd. 


Robb'd of my glory and my juſt reward, 


To you, O Grecians! be my wrong declar d: 


SF >. 
Or judge me envious of a rivals fame, 
But ſhall not we, ourſelves, the truth maintain? 2 
What needs appealing in a fact fo plain? 
What Greek ſhall blame me, if I bid thee riſe, 
And vindicate by oath th' ill-gotten prize? 660 


Riſe if thou dar'ſt, before thy chariot ſtand, 
The driving ſcourge high-litted in thy hand: 


And touch thy ſteeds, and ſwear, thy whole intent 
Was but to conquer, not to circumvent: 
| Swear by that God whoſe liquid arms ſurround 66 


The globe, and whole dread earthquakes heave the: 


ground. 
The prudent chief with calm attention heard 7 


| Then mildly thus: Excuſe, if youth have err'd; 


Superior as thou art, forgive th' offence, 5 
Nee | thy equal, or in years, or ſenſe, _ 679 
L 5 | 
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Thou know'ſt the errors of unripen'd age, 
Weak are its counſels, headlong is its rage. 
The prize J quit, if thou thy wrath reſign; 
Ihe mare, or aught thou aſk'ſt, be freely thine, 
Ere I become (from thy dear friendſhip torn) 675 
| Hateful to thee, and to the Gods forſworn, | 

So ſpoke Antilochus ; and at the word 
The mare conteſted to the king reſtor'd, 
Joy ſwells his ſoul : as when the vernal grain 


Lifts the green ear above the ſpringing plain, 60 


The fields their vegetable life renew, | 
And laugh and glitter with the morning: dew 3 ; 
Such joy the Spartan's ſhining face o'erſpread, 
And lifted his gay heart, while thus he ſaid. 


Still may our ſouls, O gen'rons youth! agree 3 685 


*Tis now Atrides' turn to yield to thee 

Raſh heat perhaps a moment might controul, 
ot break, the ſettled temper of thy ſoul. 

Not but (y friend) 'tis ſtill the wiſer way 


To wave contention with ſuperior ſway; 690 


For ah! how few, who ſhould Ike thee offend, 
Like thee, have talents to regain the friend? 
To ple ad indulgence, and thy fault atone, 
Sufiice thy father's merit and thy own: —_ 
Gen'rous alike, for me, the fire and ſon 695 
Have greatly ſuffer'd, and have greatly done. 
I yield; that all may know my ſoul can bend, 
Nor is my pride preferr'd before my friend. 
He ſaid; and pleas'd, his paſſion to command, 


Refign'd the courſer to Noemon's hand, 700 . 


Friend of the youthful chief: himſelf content, 

The ſhining charger to his veſſel ſent. 

The golden talents Merion next obtain'd, 

The filth reward, the double bow}, remain'd: | 
Achilles this to rev'rend Neſtor bears, 705 
And thus the purpoſe of his gift declares. 
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Accept thou this, O ſacred fire (he laid), | 

In dear memorial of Patroclus dead; 

Dead, and ſor ever loſt, Patroclus lies, | 

For ever ſnatch'd from our d:firinz eyes! 710 

Tak? thon this token of a orateful heart, 

Tho? *tis not thine to burl the diſtant dart, 

The quoit to tols, the pond'rous mace to wield, 

Or urge the race, or wreſtle on the field. 5 

Thy preſent vigour age has overthrown, 715 

But leſt the glory of the paſt thy own, 
He ſaid; and plac'd the goblet at his ſide; 

W. th joy the venerable king reply'd, 


Wiſzly and well, my fon, thy words have prov 'd 
A ſen'or honour'd, and a friend belov'dl! 720 


Too true it is, deſerted of my ſtrength, | 

Theſe withel' d arms and limbs have fail'd at length 1 Þ 
Oh! had I now that force J felt of yore, 

| Rs thro' Buprahum and the t hore ! 15 


Vigor ious then in ev ry ſoleꝶ n game, 725 | 


Ordain'd to Amarynce's mighty name; 

The brave Epeians gave my glory way, 
A; olians, Pylians, all reſign'd the day. 

1 quell'd Cliztomedes in fights of hand, 


And backward hurl'd Ancæus on the ſand, 730 


Surpaſs'd Iphyclus in the ſwift career, 
Phyleus and Poly dorus, with the ſpear. 

The ſons of Actor won the priz: of horſe, 

But won by numbers, not by art or force; 


For the fam'd twins, impatient to ſurvey 7335 


Prize aſter prize by Neſtor borne away, 
ee to their car; and with united pains 

One laſh' 4the courſers, while one rul'd the reins, 
Sach once I was! Now to theſe taſks ſucceeds 


A younger race, that emulate our dezds: 740 


1 yield, alas! (to age who mult not . 3. 
Tho' once ths fore moſt heroof the field, 
L 5 
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Go thou, my ſon! by gen'rous friendſhip led, 
With martial honours decorate the dead; „ 
While pleas'd I take the gift thy hands preſent, 745 


_ (Pledge of benevolence, and kind intent), 

Re<joic'd, of all the num'rous Greeks, to fee 

Not one but honours ſacred age and me: 
Thoſe due diſtinctions thou ſo welt canſt pay, 
"May the juſt Gods return another day, 750 


Proud of the gift, thus ſpake the full of days 


Achilles heard him, prouder of the praiſe, 


The prizes next are order'd to the field, 
For the bold champions who the cæſtus wield, 


A ſtately mule, as yet by toils unbroke, 2 

Of ſix years age, unconſcious of the yoke, 0 
Is to the circus led, and firmly bound: 

Next ſtands a goblet, maſſy, large, and round. 


Achilles riſing, thus: Let Greece excite 


Two heroes equal to this hardy fight: 5 760 
Who dares his foe with lifted arms provoke, 
And ruſh beneath the long deſcending ſtroke ? 


On whom Apollo ſhall the palm beſtow, 


And whom the Greeks ſupreme by conqueſt know, 


This mule his dauntleſs labour ſhall repay : 765 


Ihe vanquiſh'd bear the maſſy bowl away. 


This dreadful combat great Epeus choſe: 


High o'er the croud, enormous bulk! he roſe, 
And ſeiz'd the beaſt, and thus began to ſay: 


Stand forth ſome man, to bear the bowl away! 770 


(Price of his ruin: ) for who dares deny 
This mule my right? th” undoubted victor I, 


Others, 'tis own'd, in fields of battle ſhine, 


But the firſt honours of this fight are mine: 
For who excels in all? Then let my foe 9175 


Draw near, but firſt his certain fortune know, 
Secure, this hand ſhall his whole frame confound, 


Mah all his bones, and all his body pound; 


Ey ſome huge bitiow daſh'd againſt the ſhore, 
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So let his friends be nigh, a needful train, | 
Jo heave the batter'd carcaſe off the plain, 1780 

The giant ſpoke: and in a ſtupid gaze 8 
The hoſt beheld bim, ſilent with amaze! . 9 
ewas thou, Euryalus! who durſt aſpire e 19 
Jo meet his might, and emulate thy ſire, 

Ihe great Meciſtheus: who, in days of yore, 789. — 

In Theban games the nobleſt trophy bore, 5 0 
( Uhe games ordain'd dead Oedipus to grace), 1 
And fingly vanquith'd the Cadmæan race. 

Him great Tydides urges to contend, 

Warm with the hopes of conqueſt for bis friend : : 796) 

Officious with the cincture girds him round; 

And to his wriſt the gloves of death are bound, 

Amid the circle now each champion ſtands, 

And poiſes high in air his iron hands: 
With claſhing gavatlets now they fiercely cloſe, I 
Their crackling jaws re echo to the blow 796 I 
And painful ſweat from alt their members flows, I 
At length Epeus dealt a weighty blow, 

Full on the cheek of his unwary foe: | 
Beneath that pond'rous arm s reſiſtleſs ſway 80 
Down dropt he, nerveleſs, and extended lay. 

As a large fiſh, when winds and waters roar, 


Lies panting: not leſs batter'd with his wound, 
The bleeding hero pants upon the ground, 805; 
I Torear his fallen foe, the victor lends, 
Scornful, his hand : and gives him to his friends : 
Whoſe arms ſupport him, reeling thro the een 
And dragging his diſabled legs along; | 
Nodding, his head hangs down his ſhoulder o'er ; 810 
His mouth and noſtrils pour the clotted gore 
Wrapt round in miſts he lies, and loſt to thought; 
His friends receive the bowl, too dearly bought; 
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The third bold game Achilles next demands, 
And calls the wreſtlers to the level ſands: 815 
A maſſy tripod for the victor liess, 
Of twice ſix oxen its reputed price; 
And next, the loſerss ſpfrits to reſtore, 
A female captive, valu'd but at four. 


Scarce did the chief the vig'rcus Krife propoſe, 820 


When tow'r like Ajax and Ulyſſes roſe, 

Amid the ring each nervous rival ate 
Embracing rigid with implicit hands: . 

Cloſe lock d above, their heads and arms are mix d; 


Below, their planted feet, at diſtance fix'd: | ne. | 


Like two frong rafters, which the builder forms, 
Proof to the wiatry wind and howiing ſtorms, 
Their tops connected, but at wider ſpace, 

Fix'd on the centre ſtands their ſolid baſe. - 
Now to the graſp each manly body bends; 830 
T be humid ſweat from ev'ry pore deſcends; N 


Their bones reſound with blows: fades, ſhoulders, ; 


thighs, 
| Swell to each gripe, and blogdy t tumours riſe, 
Nor could Ulyſſes, for his art renown d. 


O erturn the ſtrength of Ajax on the ground; 835 


Nor could the ſtrength of Ajax overthrow 

The watchful caution of his artful ſoe. 

While the long ſtrife ev'n tir'd the lookers on, 
Thus to Ulyſſes ſpoke great Telamon, | 


Or let me lift thee, chief, or lift thou me: 840 


Prove we our force, and Jove the reſt decree. 
He ſaid; and ſtraining, heav'd him off che ground 
With matchleſs ſtrength; that time Ulyſſes found 
The ſtrength t' evade, and where the nerves combine 
His ancle ſtruck: the giant fell ſupine : — Bas 
Ulyſſes following, on his boſom lies: 
| Shouts of applauſe run rattling thro' the kies, 
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Ajax to lift, Ulyſſes next eſſays, 

He barely ſtirr'd him, but he could not alſo 4 2 

His knee lock'd fall, the foe's attempt deny dz; 850 
And grappling cloſe, they tumbled fide by ide, | 
Defil'd with honourable duſt, they roll, 

Still breathing ſtrife, and unſubdu'd of ſoul ; 

Again they rage, again to combat riſe ; 


When Great Achilles thus divides the prizz, _ 853 


Your nobler vigour, oh my friends! reſtrain; 
Nor weary out your gen'rous ſtrength i in vain, 
Ye both have won: let others who excel, 


Now prove that proweſs you have prov'd fo well. 


From their tir'd bodies wipe the duſt away, 
And, cloth'd anew, the following games ſurvey. 
And now ſucceed the gifts ordain'd to grace 


The hero's words the willing chiefs obey, "7 


The youths contending in the rapid race: 


A ſilver urn that full fix meaſures held, 865 


By none in weight or workmanſhip exeell? d: 
Sidonian artiſts taught the frame to ſhine, 
Elaborate, with artifice divine; 

Whence Tyrian ſailors did the prize cravſport, 


And gave to T hoas at the Lemnian port: 870 
From him deſcended, good Eunæus heir'd 3 
The glorious gift, and for Lycaon ſpar'd, 5 
To brave Patroclus gave the rich reward. 


Now, the ſame hero's fun'ral rites to grace, 

It ſtands the prize of ſwiftneſs in the races: 875 
A well ſed ox was for the ſecond plac'd; . 
And half a talent muſt content the laſt. 


Who hope the palm of ſwiftneſs to * 

Stand forth, and bear theſe prizes from the plain, 880 
The hero ſaid: and ſtarting from his place, 
Oilcan Ajax rifes to the race TE 


Achilles riſing then beſpoke the train ; 5 
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Ulyſſes next; and he whoſe ſpeed ſurpaſt 
His youthful equals, Neſtor's ſon the laſt, 


Rang'd in a line the ready racers ſtand; 883 


Pelides points the barrier with his hand 3: 
All tart at once; Oileas led the race,, 
The next Ulyſſes, meas'ring pace with pace; 


Behind him, diligently cloſe, he ſped 


As cloſely following as the running thread 890 


The ſpindle follows, and difplays the charms 
Of the fair ſpinſter's breaſt, and moving arms: 


Graceful in motion thus, his foe he plies, 
And treads each footſtep ere the duſt can rife ; 


His glowing breath upon his ſhoulders plays: 895 


Th' admiring Greeks loud acclamations raiſe, 
To him they give their wiſhes; hearts, and eyes, 


And ſend their ſouls before him as he flies. 

Now three times turn'd, in proſpect of the goal, 
The panting chief to Pallas lifts his ſoul: : 909 
Aſſiſt, O Goddeſs ! (thus in thought he pray'd), 


And preſent at his thought deſcends the maid. 


Buoy'd by her heav'nly force, he ſeems to ſwim, 


And feels a pinion lifting ey'ry-hmb, 


All fierce, and ready now the prize to gain, & 905 


Unhappy Ajax tumbles on the plain; 
(O'erturn'd by Pallas), where the ſlipp'ry ſhore 


Was clogg'd with flimy dung and mingled gore. 


(The ſelf-ſame place beſide Patroclus pyre, 


Where late the ſlaughter'd victims fed the fire); 910 
Beſmear'd with filth, and blotted o'er with clay, 


Obſcene to fight, the rueful racer lay 
The well fed bull (the ſecond prize) he ſhar'd, 


And left the urn Ulyffes' rich reward, 

Then, graſping by the horn the mighty beaſt, 91; 

The baMed hero thus the Greeks addreſt : 
Accurſed fate! the conqueſt I forego; . 

A mortal J, a Goddeſs was my foe; 
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She urg' d her fav'rite on the rapid way, 1 
And Pallas, not Ulyſſes, won tae day. YE II 
Lhus ſourly wail'd he, ſputtring dirt and gore, | 
: A burſt of laughter echo'd thro! the ſhore, 
Antilochus, more hum'rous than the reſt; 

Takes the laſt prize, and takes it with a jeſt. | 
Why with our wiſer elders ſhould we ſtrive? 925 
The Gods {till love them, and they ni thrive, . 

Je ſee, to Ajax I muſt yield the prize: 

He to Ulyſſes, ſtill more ag'd and wiſe; | 
(A green old age, unconſcicus of decays, 

That proves the hero born in better days!) 930 

Behold his vigour In this active race 

Achilles only boaſts a ſwifter pace: 5 

For who can match Achilles! He who can, 

Muſt yet be more than hero, more than man. | 
Th' effect ſucceeds the ſpeech, Pelides cries, 93 8 

Thy artful praiſe deſerves a better prize: 3 

Nor Greece in vain ſhall hear thy friend extoll'd; 
| Receive a talent of the pureſt gold. 

The youth departs content, The hoſt admire. Oe 
The ſon of Neſtor, worthy of his ſire. 940 

Next theſe a buckler, ſpear, and helm he brings; 

Caſt on the plain, the brazen burthen rings; 

Arms which of late divine Sarpedon wore, 

And great Patroclus in ſhort triumph bore, | 
Stand forth the braveſt of our hoſt! (he cries) ; 945 

Whoever dares deſerve ſo rich a Prize, TS 
Now grace the liſts before our army's ſight, 
And ſheath'd in ſteel, provoke his foe to fight, 
Who firſt the jointed armour ſhall explore, 
And ſtain his rival's mail with iſſuing gore; 950 | 1 
The ſword Aſteropeus poſſeſs'd of old, | _ je 

(A Thracian blade, diſtinct with ſtuds of gold), | 
Shall pay the ſtroke, and grace the ſtriker's ſides - | 
Theſe arms in common let the chiefs divides. 4 
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For each brave champion, when the combat ends, 955 
A ſumptuous banquet at our tent attends. 

Fierce at the word uproſe great Tydeus“ ſon, 

And the huge bulk of Ajax Telamon. 
Clad in reſulgent ſteel, on either hand, 


The dreadful chiefs amid the circle ſtand?: 96 


Louring they meet, tremendous to the fight ; 
Each Argive boſom beats with fierce delight. 


Oppos'd in arms not long they idly Rood, . 


But thrice they clos'd, and thrice the charge renew'd. 
A furious pals the ſpear of Ajax made 965 
Through the broad ſhield, but at the eorſelet ay: : 
Not thus the foe; his jav'lin, aim'd above _ 
The buckler's margin, at the neck he drove. 


But Greece now trembling tor her hero's life, = 
Bad ſhare the honours, and ſurceaſe the ſtrife. 970 


_ Yet ſtill the victor's due Tydides gains, 

With him the ſword and ſtudded belt remains, 

Then hurl'd the hero thund'ring on the groune. 
A maſs of iron, (an enormous round), 


: tar weight and ſize the circling Greeks admire, 975 | 


Rude from the furnace, and but ſhap'd by fire. 
This mighty quoit Action wont to rear, 
And from his whirling arm diſmils in air: 
The giant by Achilles flain, he ſtow'd 


Among his ſpoils this memorable load. 980 


For this he bids thoſe nervous artiſts vie, 
That teach the diſk to ſound along the ſky. 
Let him whoſe might can hurl this bowl, ariſe; 
Who fartheſt hurls it, take it as his prize: 


If he be one enrich'd with large domain 985 


Of downs for flocks, and arable for grain, | 

Small ſtock of iron needs that man provide; 

His binds and ſwains whole years ſhall be ſupply'd 
From hence; nor aſk the ncighb'ring city's aid, 


For plovghſlares, wheels, and all the rural trade, 999 
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Stern Polypœtes ſtept before the throng z 5 
And great Leonteus, more than mortal ſtrong; 

W hoſe force with rival forces to oppoſe, 

Uproſe great Ajax.; up Epeus roſe, „ 
Each ſtood in order: firſt Epeus threw : 995 
_ Higho'er the wond ring crouds be wbirling circle and 

Leonteus next a little ſpace ſurpaſt ; 

And third, the ſtrength of Godlike Ajax caſt, | 
Ober both their marks it flew ; till fiercely flung | 
From Polypœtes' arm, the diſcus ſung: _ 100 

Far, as a ſwain his whirling ſheephook throws, 
That diſtant falls among the grazing cows, | 

So paſt them all the rapid circle flies £ 


His friends (while loud applauſes ſhake the lies) 
With force conjoin d heave off the weighty prize. 
T hoſe who in ſkilful archery contend, 1006 
He next invites the twanging bow to bend: | 
And twice ten axes caſts amidſt the round, Rk | 1 
(Ten double edg'd, and ten that fingly wound), — 
The maſt, which late a firſt rate galley res 1010 
The hero fixes in the ſandy ſhore : | 


To the tall top a milk white dove they tie, 
The trembling mark at which their arrows fly. 


Whoſe weapon ſtrikes yon flutt' ring bird, ſhall bear 

Theſe two edg'd axes, terrible in war; 1015 

The ſingle, he whoſe ſhaft divides the nd; | 

He faid : experienc'd Merion took the word, 

And ſkilful Teucer: in the helm they threw 

Their lots inſcrib'd, and forth the latter flew. 

Swift from the ſtring” the ſounding arrow flies; 1020 

Bat flies unbleſs'd! no grateful ſacrifice, © 

No firſtling lambs, unheedfa] ! didſt thou vow 

To Pi bus, patron of the thaft and bow. 

Por this thy well aim'd arrow turn'd afide, | 

Err'd from the dove, yet cut the cord thar ty'd: 1025; 
| Adown the main-maſt fell the parted ftring, | \ 
And the free bird to heay'n diſplays her wing; 
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Seas, ſhores, and ſkies with loud applanſe reſound, 


And Merion eager meditates the wound : 
He takes the bow, directs the ſhaft above, 1030 
And following with his eye the ſoaring dove, 


Implores the God to ſpeed it through the ſkies, 


With vows of firſtling lambs, and grateful ſacrifice. 
The dove, in airy circles as ſhe wheels, 
Amid the clouds the piereing arrow feels; 1035 


Quite through and through the point its paſſage found, 
And at his feet fell bloody to the ground. 


The wounded bird, ere yet ſhe breath'd her laſt, 
With flagging wings alighted on the maſt, 
A moment hung, and ſpread her pinjons there, 1040 
Then ſudden dropt,and left her life in air. 


From the pleas'd croud new peals of thunder riſe, - 


And to the ſhips brave Merion bears the prize. 

To cloſe: the fun'ral games, Achilles laſtt 
A maſly ſpear amid the circle plac'd, Our 
And ample charger of unſullied frame, 


With flow'r's high-wrought, not blacken'd yet by fame. 


For theſe he bids the heroes prove their art, 
_ Whoſe dext'rous {kill directs the flying dart. 
Here toe great Merion hopes the noble prize; 1050 


Nor here diſdain d the king of men to riſe. 
With joy Pelides ſaw the honour paid, 


| Roſe to the monarch, and reſp: ctful ſaid: 


The firſt in virtue, as in pow'r ſupreme, 


O king of nations! all thy Greeks proclaim; 1055 


In every martial- game thy worth atteſt, | 
And know thee both their greateſt and their beſt. 
Take then the prize: but let brave Merion bear 
This beamy jav'lin in thy brother's war. 

Pleas'd from the hero's lips his praiſe to hear, 1060 


The king to Merion gives the brazen ſpear; 
But, ſet apart for ſacred uſe, commands 
The glitt'ring charger to Talthybius' hands. 
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THE ARGUMENT, 


The redemption of the body of Hedor, 


The Geds deliberate bent the redeondiion of Hector. 

F body. Jupiter ſends Thetis to Achilles to diſpoſe him 
or the reſtoring it, and Iris to Priam, to encourage 
him to go in perſon, and treat for it, The old king, 
notwithſtanding the remonſtrances of his queen,makes 

Lead 'y for the journey, io which he is encouraged by | 

an omen from Jupiter. He ſets forth in his chariot, 1 19 


with a waggon loaded with preſents, under the charge „ 
, Idæus the herald, Mercury deſcends in the ſhape 1 
of a young man, and condutts him to the pavilion of 1 


Achilles, Their converſation on the way. Priam 
finds Achilles at his table, caſts himſelf at his feet, 1 
and begs for the body of his ſen: Achilles moved with | #4 

| compaſſion, grants his requeſt, detains him one night 
d. in his tent, and the next morning ſends him home with 
| the body. The Trojans run out to meet him. The | 
lamentatiant of Andromache, Hecuba, and Helen. \ 
with the ſolemnities 4 the Funeral, 
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All ſtretch'd at eaſe the genial banquet ſhare, {ſtrand : 
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T he time of twelve days is employed in this book, 
vile the body of Hector lies in the tent of Achilles; 


and as many more are ſpent in the truce allowed 
for his interment. The ſcene i is partly in Achilles”: 
A > and partly. in Troy. 


o from the finiſh'd games che Grecian band 
Seek their black ſhips, and clear the crouded 


And pleaſing flambers quiet all their care. 


— Not ſo Achilles: he, to grief reſign'd, * 
His friend's dear image preſent to his mind, 


Takes his ſad couch, more unobſerv'd to weep; 
Nor taſtes th gifts of all: compoſing ſleep. 


Reſtleſs he roll'd around his weary bed, 
And all his ſoul on his Patroclus fei: 10 
The form ſo pleaſing, nd the heart fo kind, 


That youthſul vigour, and that manly mind, : 

What toils they har d, what e works they 
wrought, 

What ſeas they meaſur'd, ad what fields they fought ; 


All paſs'd before him in remembrance dear; 15 
Thought follows thought, and tear ſucceeds to tear. 
And now ſupine, now prone, the hero lay, 


* 


Now ſhifts his ſide, impatient for the day: 
Then ſtarting up, diſconſolate he goes 


Wide on the lonely beach to vent his woes. 29 


There as the ſolitary mourner raves, 

The ruddy morning riſes o'er the waves: 
Soon as it roſe, his furious ſteeds he join'sd ; 
The chariot flies, and Hector trails behind. 


And thrice, Patroclus! round thy monument 25 


Was Hector dragg'd, then hurry'd to the tent. 


While foul in duſt the unhonour'd carcaſe lies, : 
But not deſerted hs the pitying {kies; 


There ſleep, at laſt, o'ercomts the hero'seyes: _ : 


18 
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29 


25 


For Phoebus watch'd it with ſuperior care, 5 


| Has Hector ting'd with blood of victims flain ? * 


Shame is not of his ſoul; nor underſtood, 


283 

33 
Preſerv'd from gaping wounds, and tainting air; 
And ignominious as it ſwept the field, 


Spread o'er the ſacred corſe his golden ſhield. 


All heav'n was mov'd, and Hermes will'd to go 

By {tealth to ſnaich bia from th” inſulting toe ; 35 
But Neptune this, and Pallas this denies, ST 
And th' unrelenting empreſs of the ſkies: 

E'er fince that day implacable to Troy, 


What time young Paris, ſimple ſhepherd boy, 


Won by deſtructive ſuſt, (reward obſcene), 


_ 
Their charms rejected foe the Cyprian queen, 7 
But when the tenth celeſtial morning broke, 


To heav'n aſſembled thus e ſpoke. 
_ Unpitying pow rs ! how oft each holy fane 


45 


And can ye ſtill his cold remains purſue ? $ 


Still grudge his body to the Trojans view? 75 ” 


Deny to conſort, mother, ſon, and fire, 
The laſt ſad horses of a funeral fire? 


Is then the dire Achilles all your care? 


That iron heart, inflexibly ſevere; TE 


A lion, not a man, who flaughters wide 

in ſtrength of rage, and impotence of pride; 
Who halites to murder with a ſavage joy, 
Tnvades around, and breathes but to deſtroy, 


The greatelt evil and the greateſt oy. 
Still for one loſs he rages unreſign d, 


Repugnant to the lot of all mankind ; 


Jo loſe a friend, a brother, or a bo, | 6 


Heav'n dooms each mortal, and its will is done: : 
A while they ſorrow, then diſmiſs their care; 
Fate gives the wound, and man is born to bear, 
But this, inſatiate, the commillion giv'a 


By ice, exceeds; and tempts the wrath of heav'n: 6s 


Tourſelves were preſent, where this minſtrel God 
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J. o, how his rage diſhoneſt drags along 
Hector's dead earth inſenſible of wrong! 
Brave tho? he be, yet by no reaſon aw'd, 
He violates the laws of man and God. 
If equal honours by the partial ſkies 76 
Are doom'd both heroes, (Juno thus replies), 
If Thetis' ſon muſt no diſtinction know, 
Then hear, ye Gods! the patron of the bow. 
But Hector only boaſts a mortal claim; 
His birth deriving from a mortal dame: 75 
Achilles of your own #thereal race 
Springs from a Goddeſs by a man's embrace; 
(A Goddeſs by ourſelf to Peleus giv'n, 
A man divine, and choſen friend of heav'n.) ä 
To grace thoſe nuptials, from the bright abode 80 


(Well pleas'd to ſhare the feaſt) amid the quire 
Stood proud to hymn, and tune his youthful lyre. 

Then thus the Thund'rer checks th' imperial dame: 8a 
Let not thy wrath the court of heav'n inflame; 8 0 


Their merits, not their honours, are the ſame. H. 
But mine, and ev'ry God's peculiar grace Sh 
Hector deſerves, of all the Trojan race: | W 
still on our ſhrines his grateful off rings lay, | An 
(The only honours men to Gods can pay); 9⁰ ; 
Nor ever from our ſmoaking altar ceaſt rd (J. 
The pure libation, and the holy feaſt. Th 
Howe'er by ſtealth'to ſnatch the corſe away, An 
We will not; Thetis guards it night and day. The 
But haſte, and ſummon to our courts above 95 | Anc 


The azure queen; let her perſuaſion move 
Her furious ſon from Priam to receive | 
The proffer'd ranſom, and the corſe to leave, 
He added not: and Iris from the ſkies, 
Swift as a whirlwind, on the meſſage flies, 


* 
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26 
Meteorous the face of ocean ſweeps, 
Refulpeat gliding o'er the ſeble deeps, 
Between where Samos wide his foreits ſpreads, 
And rocky Imbrus 1if by its pointed heads, 


Down plung'd the maid; (the parted waves reſound), - 
She plung'd, and kant ſhot the dark profound. 106 


As bearing death in t! e fallacious bait, 

From the bent angle ſinks the leaden weights 

So pais'a the Goiideſs taro the cloſing wave, 

Where Thetis ſorrow'd in her ſacred cave: 118 
There plac'd amidſt her melancholy train, | 
(The blue hair'd lifters of the ſacred main), 

Peniive the fat, revoiving fates to come, 


And wept her godlike ſon's approaching doom, 


Then thus the Goddeſs of tue painted bow, | 


115 
Ariſe, O Thetis ! from thy ſeats below; ; 


*Tis Jove that calls. And why (the dime replie 5) 


Calls Jove his Thetis to the hated Kies? 
Sad object as I am for heav'nly fight! 


Ah may my forrows ever ſhun the light! 120 


Howe er, be heav'n's almighty fre obey *d— 

She 8 and veil'd her head in able hade, 

Which, flowing long, her gracetui perton clad; 
And forth {he oac'd; mejeſt: 0 ſad. 


(The way fair Iris ied) co upper air. 
The deeps dividing, o'er the coaſt they riſe, 
And touch with NOMENtary flight the ſkies. | 
There in the |: ght: ning's blaze the fire they ſound, 
And all the Gods in biving ſynod round, 130 
T hetis ap prone h'd with auguiſn in her face; 
(Minerva riſing, gave the mourner place); 
Ev'n Juno fo; aght h-r ſorrows to conſole, 
And offer'd from her hand the ne&er bowl: | 
She taſted, and reſign'd it, Then began 135 
The ſacred ſire of Gods and mortal man: 

Vor. II. eee M 
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Then thro' the wor de of waters rhey Os 45 
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Thou com'ſt, fair Thetis ! but with grief 1 9 


Maternal ſorrows, long, ah long to laſt! 
Suffice, we know and we partake thy cares: 

But yield to fate, and hear what Jove declares, 
Nine days are paſs'd, ſince all the court above 
In HHector's cauſe have mov'd the ear of Jove; 
*Twas voted, Hermes from his godlike foe 

By ſtealth ſhould bear him, but we will'd not ſo : 
We will thy ſon bimſelf the corſe reſtore, 


And to his conqueſt add this glory more. 


Then hie thee to him, and our mandate bear; 


140 


145 


Tell him he tempts the wrath of heaven too far: 


Nor let him more (our anger if he dread) 
Vent his mad vengeance on the ſacred dead; 
But yield to ranſom, and the father's pray'r, 
The mournful-father Iris ſhall prepare, 8 
With gifts to ſue; and offer to his hands 
W hate er his honour aſks, or heart demands. 
His word the ſilver footed queen attends, 
And from Olympus' ſnowy tops deſcends. 
Arriv'd, ſhe heard the voice of loud lament, 
And echoing groans that ſhook the lofty tent. 
is friends prepare the vidim, and diſpoſe 
Yepaſt unheeded, while he vents his woes. 
I. Geddefs ſeats her by her penſive ſon, 
She preſs'd his hand, and tender thus begun. 
How long, unhappy ! ſhall thy ſorrows flow, 
And thy heart waſte with life-conſuming wo ? 


Mindleſs of food, or love, whoſe pleaſing reign 


Sooths weary life, and ſoftens human pain? 


O ſnatch the moments yet within thy pow'r; 


Not long to live, indulge the am'rous hour! 


Lo! Jove himſelf (for Jove's command I bear) 


Forbids to tempt the wrath of heav'n too far. 
No longer then (his fury if thou dread) 
Detain the relics of great Hector dead.; 
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Nor vent on ſenſeleſs earth thy vengeance vain, 


But yield to ranſom, and reſtore the ſlain. 


To whom Achilles: Be the ranſom giv'n, 175 


And we ſubmit, ſince ſuch the will of heav'n. 


While thus they commun'd, leon the Olympian 
| bow'rs | 

Jove orders Iris to the Trojan tow'rs, _ 

Haſte, winged Goddeſs ! to the ſacred town, 


And urge her monarch to redeem his ſon; 1260 .: 
Alone the [lian ramparts let him leave, 


And bear what {tern Achilles may receive: 
Alone, for ſo we will: no Trojan near, 


Except to place the dead with decent care 
Some aged herald, who with gentle hand 185 


May the flow mules and fun'ral car command. 
Nor let him death, nor let him danger dread, 


Safe through the foe by our protection led: 
Him Hermes to Achilles ſhall convey, 


Guard of his life, and partner of his way, 190 
Fierce as he is, Achilles? ſelf ſhall ſpare 
His age, nor touch one venerable hair: 
Some thought there muſt be in a ſoul ſo brave, 
Some ſenſe of duty, ſome deſire to ſave. 
Then down her bow the winged iris drives, 195 
And ſwift at Priam's mournful court arrives ; 
Where the ſad ſons beſide their father's throne 
Sat bath'd in tears, and anſwer'd groan with groan, 
And all amidſt them lay the hoary fire, 
(Sad ſcene of wo |!) his face his wrapt attire 200 
Conceal'd from fight; with frantic hands he ipread 
A thow'r of aſhes o'er his neck and head. 
From room to room his penſive daughters roam 
W hoſe ſhrieks and clamours fill the vaulted dome; 
Mindful of thoſe, who, late their pride and joy, 20g 


Lie pale and breathleſs round the fields of Troy! 


Ma 
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Before the king Jove's meſſenger appears, 
And thus in whiſpers greets his trembling ears, 
Fear not, oh father! no ill news I bear: 
From Jove I come, Jove makes thee ſtill his care: 210 
For Hector's ſake theſe walls he bids thee leave, 
And bear what ſtern Achilles may receive ; 
Alone, for ſo he wills: no Trojan near, 
Except to place the dead with decent care, 
Some aged herald, who with gentle hand 215 
May the flow mules. and fun'ral car command, 
Dor ſhalt thou death, nor ſhalt thou danger dread ; 
Safe through the foe by his protection led; 3 
Thee Hermes to Pelides ſhall convey, 
Guard of thy life, and partner of thy way, 220 
Fierce as he is, Achilles“ ſelf ſhall ſpare 
Thy age, nor touch one vcnerable hair ; 
Some thought there muſt be in a foul fo brave, 
Some ſenſe of duty, ſome deſire to ſave, 
She ſpoke, and-vaniſh'd. Priam bids prepare 225 
His gentle mules, and harneſs to the car | 
There, for the gifts, a poliſh'd caſket lay: 
His pious ſons the king's command obey, 
Then paſs'd the monarch to his bridal room, 
Where cedar beams the lofty roofs perfume, 230 
And where the treaſures of his empire lay : 
Then call'd his queen, and thus began to ſay, 
"Unhappy conſort of a king diſtreſt! 
Partake the troubles of thy huſband's breaſt: 
I ſaw deſcend the meſſenger of Jove, 235 
Who bids me try Achilles' mind to move; 
Forſake theſe ramparts, and with gifts obtain 
The corpſe of Hector, at yon navy, flain, 

Tell me thy thought: my heart impels to go 
Through hoſtile camps, and hears me to the foe. 240 
1 be hoary monarch thus, Her piercing cries | 
Sad Hecuba renews, and then replies. 
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Ah! whither wanders thy diſtemper'd mind? 

And where the prudence now that aw'd mankind; 
Through Phrygia once, and foreign regions known; 
Now all confus'd, diſtracted, overthrown? 246 
Singly to pals through hoſts of foes ! to face 

(Oh heart of ſteel ) the murd'rer of thy race! 

To view that deathful eye, and wander o'er. 
Thoſe hands yet red with Hector's noble gore! 230 
Alas, my lord! he knows not how to ſpare; _ 
And what his mercy, thy ſluin ſons declare; 
So brave ! fo many f.ll'n! to calm h's rage 


Vain were thy dignity, and vain thy age. 


No- pent in this fad palace, lat us give 255 
To grief the wretched days we have to live. 
Still, ill for Hector let our ſorrows flaw, 
Born to his own and to his parents wo! 
Doom'd from the hour his luckleſs life begun, 
To dogs, to vultures, and to Peleus' ſon! 260 
Oh! in his deareſt blood might I allay 
My rage, and theſe barbariti.s repay ! 
For ah! could Hector merit thus, whoſe breath 
Expir'd not meanly, in unactive death? * 
He pour'd his lateſt blood ia manly fight, 2 05 
And fell a hero in his country's right. 
Seek not to ſtay me, nor my foul affright 
With words of omen, like a bird of night, 
(Reply d unmov'd the venerable man), 
? Tis heav'n commands me, and you urge in vain, 270 
Had any mortal voice th' injunction Jaid, 
Nor augur, prieit, or ſeer had been obey'd, 
A preſent Goddeſs brought the high command; 
I faw, I keard her, and the word ſhall- tad, _ 
1 go, ye Gods! ovedier.t to your call: 2275 
If in you cai.p your pow rs have doom'd my fall, 
Content——by the lie hind let me expire! 
Add to the ſlaughter'd fon the wretched lice! 
| M 3 | 
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One cold embrace at leaſt may be allow'd, 1 
And my laſt tears flow mingled with his blood! 280 

From forth his open'd ſtores, this ſaid, he drew . 
Twelve coſtly carpets of refulgent hue, 
As many veſts, as many mantles told, | 
And twelve fair veils and garments, tiff with gold: 
Two tripods next, and twice two chargers ſhine, 285 
With ten pure talents from the richeſt mine; 
And laſt a large well labour'd bowl had place, 
(The pledge of treaties once with friendly Thrace); ; 
Seem' d all too mean the ſtores he could employ, 
For one laſt look to buy him back to Troy? 290 
Lo! the ſad father, frantic with his pain, we 
Around him furious drives his menial train: 
In vain each ſlave with duteous care attends; 
Fach office hurts him, and each face offends, 
What make ye here ? officious crouds ! (he cries); 
Hence! nor obtrude your anguiſh on my eyes, 296 
Have ye no griefs at home, to fix ye there? 7 
Am the only object of deſpair? 
Am I b*come my people's common ſhow, | 
Set up by Jove your ſpectacle of wo? | 300 
No, you muſt feel him too; yourſelves muſt fall; 
The ſame ſtern God to ruin gives you all: 
Nor is great Hector loſt by me alone; 
Your ſole defence, your guardian pow'r is gone ! ! 
I ſee your blood the fields of Phrygia drown, 305 
I ſee the ruins of your ſmoaking town! _ | 
Oh ſend me, Gods ! ere that ſad day ſhall come, 
A willng ghoſt to Pluto's dreary dome ! | 
He lod, and feebly drives his friends away: 
The ſorrowing friends his frantic rage obey. 310 

Next on his ſons his erring fury falls, 
Polites, Paris, Agathon he calls, 

His threats Deiphobus and Dius hear, 
Hippothous, Pammon, Helenus the feer, 


Book R NIV. HOMER IE TAD. 271 
And gen'rous Antiphon ; for yet thats nine 315 
Surviv'd, fad relics of his num'rons line. 
Inglorious ſons of an unhappy fire ! 

Why did not all in HeRtor's cauſe expire? 
Wretch that I am! my braveſt offspring lain, _ 
You, the diſgrace of Priam's houſe, remain ! 320 
Meſtor the brave, renown'd in ranks of war, 
With Troilus, dreadful on his ruſhing car, 


And laſt great Hector, more than man divine, 


For ſure he ſee med not of terreſtrial line 11 
All thoſe relentleſs Mars untimely flew, 325 

And left me theſe, a ſoft and ſervile crew, 

Whoſe days the feaſt and wanton dance employ, 

_ Glnttons and flatt'rers, the contempt of Troy! 

Why teach ye not my rapid wheels to run, 

And ſpeed my journey to redeem my ſon ? 330 
The ſons their father's wretched age revere, . 


85 Forgive his anger, and produce the car. 


High on the ſeat the cabinet they bind; 
The new- made car with ſolid beauty ſhin'd ; 
Box was the yoke, emboſs'd with coſtly pains, 335 
And hung with ringlets to receive the reins: 

Nine cubits long the traces ſwept the ground; 

Theſe to the chariot's poliſh'd pole they bound, 

Then fix'd a ring the running reins to guide, 

And cloſe beneath the gather' d ends were ty'd. 340 
Next with the gifts (the price of Hector flain 
The fad attendants load the groaning wain : 
Laſt to the yoke the well- match'd mules they bring, 
(The gift of Myſia to the Trojan king). 
But the fair horſes, long his darling care, 345 
Hiqſelf receiv'd, and harneſs'd to his car: 
SGriev'd as he was, he not this taſk deny'd; 

The hoary herald help'd him, at his ſide. 
While careſul theſe the gentle courſers join'd, 
Sad Hecuba approach'd with anxious mind; 359 
Mu. 
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A golden bowl that foam'd with fragrant wine, 


(Libation deſtin'd to the pow'r divine), 
Held in her right, before the ſteeds ſhe ſtands, 


And thus conſigns it to the monarch's hands. 


Take this, and pour to Jove; that ſafe from harms 
His grace reſtore thee to our roof and arins. 356 
Since victor of tay fears, and flighting mine, 


Heav'n, or thy foul, inſpire this bold deſign; 
Pray to that God, who hizh on Ida's brow 


Surveys thy deſolated realms below, 360 
lis winged meſſe :nger to ſend from high, | 
And lead thy way with heav'nly augury ; 


Let the ſtrong ſov'reign of the plumy race 
_ Tow'r on the right of yon =thereal ſpace, 


That ſign beheld, and ſtrengthen'd from above, 365 


1 purſue the journey mark'd by Jove; ; 
But if the God his augury denies, 2 


Suppreſs thy impulſe, nor reject advice. 
*Tis juſt (ſaid Priam) to the fire above 
To raiſe our hands; for who ſo good as Jove ? 370 


Ie ſpoke, and bad: tu' attendant bandmaid bring 


he pureſt water of the living ſpring: 


(Her ready hands the ew'r and baſon held): 


Then took the golden cup his queen had $Id; 
On the mid pavement pours the Fry „„ 


plitts his eyes, and calls the pow 'r divine. 


Oh firſt, and greateſt! heav'n's imperial lord! 
On lofcy Ida's holy hill ador'd ! 
To ſtern Achilles now direct my ways, 


And teach him mercy when a father prays. 380 
If ſuch thy will, diſpatch from yonder ky 
J hy facred bird, celeſtial augury! _ 


Let the firong ſov'reign of the plumy race : 
Tow'r on the right of yon æchereal ſpace: | 


So {hall thy ſuppliant, ſtrengthen'd from above, 385 
Fearleſs pur ſue the journey mark'd by Jove. 
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Jove heard his pray'r, and from the throne on high 
Diſpatch'd his bird, celeſtial augury ! 
The 1lwitt wing'd chaſer of the feather'd game, 
And known to Gods by Perenos' lofty name. 390 
Wide, as ipPears ſome palace-gats diſplay'd, 
| $0 broad his pinions ſtretch'd their ampie ade; 
As ſtoobing dexter with reſounding wings 
Ph' imperial bird deſcends in airy rings; 

A dawn of joy i in ev'ry face appears; | 
The mourning matron dries her tim'rous tears. | 
Swift on the car th' impatient wanne ſprung; 

The brazen portal in his paſſage rung 

The mules preceding draw che loaded Sas 

Charg'd with the gifts: Idæus holds the rein: 400 .” 
The king himlelf his gentle ſteeds controls, „„ — 

And thro' ſurrounding friends the chariot volle. 

On his ſlow wheels the following people wait, 

Mourn at each ſtep, and give him up to fate; 

With hands upliited, eye him as he pal, 405 
And gaze upon him, as they gaz'd their lalk, 

No forward fares the father on his way, 

Thro' the lone fields, and back to Ilion they, 

Creat Jove beheld him as he croſs d the plain, 

And felt the woes of miſerable man. 410 

Then thus to Hermes: Thou whoſe conſtant cares | 

Still ſuccour mortals, and attend their pray'rs; | 

Behold an ol ject to thy charge configad: N 

If ever pity touch'd thce for mankind ; 1 

Go, guard the ſire; th' obſerving foe prevent, 415 | | 

And ſife conduct him to Achilles) tent, 

The God obeys, his golden pinions binds, 
And mounts incumbent on the wings of wiads, 
That high, thro? fields of air, his flight ſuſtain | 
Ger the wide earth, and o'er the boundleſs main: 420 
| Then graſps the wand that cauſes ſl:ep to fy, 
Or in ſoft Numbers ſeals the wakeful eye; 
M 5 
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Thus arm'd, ſwift Hermes ſteers his airy way, 


And ſtoops on Helleſpont's reſounding ſea, — 
A beauteons youth, majeſtic and divine, 425 


He ſeem'd; fair offspring of ſome princely line! 


Now twilight veil'd the glaring face of * i 


And clad the dusky fields in ſober gray; 
What time the herald and the hoary king 
(Their chariots ſtopping at the ſilver ſpring, 4330 
That circling Ilus' ancient marble flows) 1 
 Allow'd their mules and ſteeds a ſhort repoſe, 
Through the dim ſhade the herald fir eſpies 
A man's approach, and thus to Priam cries, 


I mark ſome foe's advance: O king! beware; 435 
This hard adventure elaims thy utmoſt care: 


For much I fear, deſtruction hovers nigh: 


Our ſtate asks counſel; is it beſt to fly? 


Or, old and helpleſs, at his feet to fall, 


(Two wretched ſuppliants), and for mercy call? 440 
Th' aflided monarch ſhiver'd with deſpair ; 

Pale grew his face, and upright ſtood his hair ; 

Supk was his heart; his colour went and came; 

A ſudden trembling ſhook his aged frame: 


When Hermes greeting, touch'd his royal hand, 445 


And gentle, thus accoſts with kind demand, 
Say whither, father ! when each mortal ſight 
Is ſeal'd in ſleep, thou wander'ſt thro' the night? 


hy roam thy mules and ſteeds the plains along, 


Thro' Grecian foes, ſo num'rous and ſo ſtrong? 450 


What couldſt thou hope, ſhould theſe thy reaſures 


view 3 - 


Theſe, who with endleſs hate thy race purſue ? 
For what defence, alas! couldſt thou provide; 


Thyſelf not young, a weak old man thy 1. . 


Vet ſuffer not thy ſoul to ſink with dread; 455 
From me no harm ſhall touch thy rey 'rend head; 
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From Greece I'll guard thee too; for in thoſe lines 
The living image of my father ſhines, _ 
Thy words, that ſpeak benevolence of mind, 
Are true, my ſon! (the godlike fire rejoin'd); 460 
Great are my hazards; but the Gods ſurvey | 
My ſteps, and ſend thee, guardian of my way. 
Fail, and be bleſs'd! for ſcarce of mortal kind 
Appear thy form, thy feature, and thy mind. 
Nor true are all thy words, nor erring wide; 465 
{The ſacred meſſenger of heav'n reply d: = 
But ſay, convey'lt thou thro' the lonely plains 
What yet moſt precious of thy ſtore remains, 
To lodge in ſafety with ſome friendly hand; 
Prepar'd, perchance, to leave thy native land? 470. 
Or fly'it thou now ?—What hopes can Troy retain ; | 
Thy matchleſs fon, her guard and glory, flain ? 
The king alarmd ; Say what, and whence thou art, 
Who ſearch the ſorrows of a parent's heart, 
And know ſo well how godlike Hector dy'd? 475 
Thus Priam ſpoke, and Hermes thus reply d. 
You tempt me, father, and with pity touch: 
On this ſad ſubject you inquire too much, 
Oft have theſe eyes that godlike Hector vie wd 
In glorious fight, with Grecian blood embru'd : 489 
I ſaw him, when, like Jove, his flames he toſt 
On thouſand ſhips, and wither'd half an hoſt; 
I ſaw, but help'd not: ſtern Achilles' ire 
Forbade aſſiſtance, and enjoy'd the fire. SY 
For him I ferve, of Myrmidonian race; 483 
One ſhip convey?d us from our native place: 5 
Poly ctor is my ſire, an honour'd name, 
Old like thyſelf, and not unknown to fame; 
Of ſeven his ſons, by whom the lot was caſt 
To ſerve our prince, it fell on me, the laſt. 400 
Jo watch this quarter, my adventure ſalls: 
For with the morn the Greeks attack your walls; 
X66 
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Sleepleſs they fit, impatient to engage, 
And ſcarce their rulers check their martial rage, 
I' then thou art of ſtern Pe idesꝰ train, 495. 
(The mournful monarch thus rejoia'd again), 
Ab tell me truly, where, oh! where are laid 
My ſon's dear relics ? what befals him dead? 
Have dogs diſmember'd (on the naked plains), 
Or yet unmangled reſt, his cold remains ? 300 
O favour'dof the valiant skies! (thus anſwer'd then 
The pow that mediates between Gods and men); 
Nor dogs nor vultures have thy Hector rent, 
But whole he lies, neglected i in the tent: | 
This the twelfth evening ſince he reſted the ere, 505 
_ Vntouch'd by worms, untainted by the air. 
Still as Aurora's ruddy beam is ſpread, 
Round his friend's tomb Achilles drags the dead; 
Yet vndisfizer'd, or in limb or hee,” We ED 
All f-eth he les, with ev'ry living grace, 510 
M-iefticaiin death]! No ſtains are found _ 
O er all the corſe, and clos'd is every wound; 
(Tho! nany a wound they gave), Some hear aly care,” 
Some hand divine, preſerves him ever fair: 
Or all the Loil of Heav'n, to whom he led 515 
A ife jo grateful, ſtill regard him dead, 
Thus ipoke to Priam the cel-{t:4] guide, 
And joyful thus the royal fire reply'd, | 
Bleſs d is the man who pays the Gods above 
The conſtant tribute of reſpet and love! 520 
Thoſe who inhabit the Ol;mpian bow'r, 
My ſon forgot not, in exalted pow'r ; 
And heav'n, that ev'ry virtue bears in mind, 
 Evnto the aſhes of the juſt is kind. | 
But thou, oh gen'rous youth! this goblet tale, 525 
A pledge c gratitude for Hector's ſake ; 5 
And while the fav'ring Gods our Heps ſurvey, 
Safe to Pelides' tent conduct my way. 
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To whom the latent God: O king, forbear 
To tempt my youth, for apt in youth to err 530 
But can I, abſent from my N aht, 
Take gifts in ſecret, that mull ſhun che light! ? 
What from our maſter's iat'reſt thus we ar, 
Is but a licens'd theft that 'ſcapes the law, | 
Keſpecting him, my ſoul abjures th offence; 5235 
And as the crime I dread th: conſequence, ; 
Thee, far as Argos, pleas'd I could convey, 

Guard of thy life, and partner of thy way; 
On thee attend, thy ſafety to maintain, 
Ofer pathleſs foreſts, or the roaring main, 540 
He ſaid, then took the chariot at a bound, 
And ſnatch'd the reins, and wh rl'd the lath around: 
Before th' inſpiring God that urg'd them oa, 

The courſers fly, with ſpirit not their owa, 
And now they reach'd the naval walls, and found 545 | 
The guards repaſting, while the bowls go round 

On hots the virtue of his wand he tries, 
And pours deep ſlumber on their watchful eyes: 
Then heav'd the maſſy gates, remov'd the bars, 
And ober the trenches |: 4 the rolling cars, 550 
Unſeen, thro? all the hoſtile camp they went, 
And now approach d Pelides? lofty tent. 
On firs the roof was rais'd, and cover'd' o'er 

With reeds collected from the marſny ſhore 
And, fenc'd w th paliſades, a hall of tate, 555 
(The work of ſoldiers), wh-re the hero fat, 

Large was the door, whoſe well compacted ſtrength 
A folid pine tree barr'd, of wond»rous length; 
Scarce three ſtrong Greeks could lift its mighty weight, 
But great Achilles ſingly c:os'd the gate. 5 60 
L This Hermes (ſuch the pow'r of Gods) {ct wide; 
Then fwift alighted the celeſtial guide, ; 
And thus, reveat'd—Hcar, prince! and underſtand 
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Thus ſtood th attendants, ſtupid with ſurprize ; 


Each look'd on other, none the ſilence broke, 
Till thus at laſt the kingly ſuppliant ſpoke. 


Think of thy father's age, and pity mine! 
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Hermes I am, deſcended from above, 563 
The king of arts, the meſſenger of Jove. 1 
Farewell. To ſhun Achilles fight 1 fly; | 


Uncommon are ſuch favours of the tky, 


Nor ſtand confeſs'd to frail mortally, 


Now tearleſs enter, and prefer thy pray'rs; 8 5 70 


Adjure him by his father's ſilver hairs, 
His ſon, his mother! urge him to beſtow 


Whatever pity that ſtern heart can know. 


Thus having ſaid, he vaniſh'd from his eyes, 
And in a moment ſhot into the ſkies: 578 
The king, confirm'd from heav'n, alighted there, 
And left his aged herald on the car 


With ſolemn pace thro' various rooms he went, 


And found Achilles in his inner tent: - 
There ſat the hero; Alcimus the 5 | 580 


And great Automedon, attendance gave: 


Theſe ſerv'd his perſon at the rogal feaſt 


Around, at awful diſtance, Rood the ret, : 
Onſeen by theſe, the king his entry made; | 3 
And proſtrate now before Achilles laid, 385 I 
Sudden, (a venerable fight !) appears; | 

' Embrac'd his knees, and bath'd his hands in tears; = 
T hoſe direful hands his kiſſes preſs'd, embru'd = 
Ev'n with the beſt, and deareſt of his blood ! 1 

As when a wretch, (who conſcious of his crime, 559 C 


Purſu'd for murder, flies his native clime), 
Juſt gains ſome frontier, breathleſs ! pale! amaz'd! 
All gaze, all wonder: thus Achilles gaz'd: 


All mute, yet ſeem'd to qusſtion with their eyes: 395 


Ah think, thou favour'd of the pow'rs divine! 


yd: > e 
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In me, that father's rev'rend image trace, 609 
Thoſe filver hairs, that venerable face; 

His trembling limbs, his helplets perſon, ſee ! 

Ic all my equal, but in miſery ! | 

Yet now, pechaps, ſome turn of human fate | 

Expels 3 helpleſs, from his peaceful Rate; 605 
Think, from fome pow'rſul foe thou ſeeſt bim fl, 
And beg protection with a feeble cry, 


| Yet till one comfort in his ſoul may riſe ; 


He hears his ſon ſtill lives to glad his eyes; 
And hearing, ſtill may hope a better day 610 
May ſend him thee to chace that foe away. 
No comfort to my griefs, no hopes remain; 


h be beſt, the braveſt of my ſons are ſlain ! 1 


Vet what a race, ere Greece to Ilion came! 

The pledge of many a lov d and loving dame: 615 
Nineteen one mother bore !—Dead, all are dead! 

How oft, alas! has wretched Priam bled? 

Still one was left, their loſs to recompenſe; 

His father's hope, his country's laſt defence. 

Him too thy rage has ſlain! beneath thy ſteel, 620 

VUnhappy! in his country's cauſe he fell! 6 

For him thro” hoſtile camps I bent my way, 

For him thus proſtrate at thy feet I lay; 

Large gifts proportion d to thy wrath I bear; | 

Oh hear the wretched, and the Gods revere! 625 
Think of thy father, and this face behold! 

See him in me, as helpleſs and as old! 

Tho' not ſo wretched : there he yields to me, 

The firſt of men in ſov'reign miſery ! 5 

Thus forc'd to kneel, thus grov'ling to embrace 630 

The ſcourge and ruin of my realm and race: 

Suppliant my children's murtherer to implore, 

And kiſs thoſe hands yet reeking with their gore! 

Theſe words ſoft pity in the chief inſpire, 

Touch'd with the deat remembrance of his fire, C35 


One univerſal ſolemn ſhow'r began; 
They bore as heroes, but they felt as man, 
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Thien wich his hand (as proſtrate ill he lay) 


The old man's che: k he ger:ly turn d away, 


Now ſeach by turns indu g'd the guſh or wo; 
And now the mingled tides together flow: 

This low on earth, that gentiy bending o'er, 640 
A father one, and one a ſon deplore: | 


But great Achilles diff "rent pe{lions road, 
And now his fire he mourns, and now his friend, 
Th infectious ſoftneſs thro! the heroes ran; 1 


Satiate at leng th with unavailing woes 
From the high l divine Achiil-s og 


The rev'rend monarch. by the hand he rais'd; 


On his white beard and form mijeſtic gaz'd, 650 


Not unrelenting: then ſerene began 
With words to ſooth the miſerable man. 
Alas! what weight of anguiſh haſt thou known? 


Unbappy prince! thus guardleis and alone 
To paſs thro' foes, and thus vndaunted _ 655 


The man whoſe fury has deſtroy'd thy race 


Heav'n ſure has arm'd thee with a heart of Ha, 
A ſtrength proportion's to the woes you feel, 
| Riſe then: let reaſon mitigate our care: . 

To mourn, avails not: man is born to bear. 660 


Such is, alas! the Gods ſevere decree: 


They, only they are bleſs'd, and only free, 


Two urns by Jove's high throne have ever ſtood, 
The ſource of evil one, and one of good, 


From thence the cup of mortal man he fills, 655 

Bleſſings to theſe, to thoſe diſtributes ills; _ 
To moſt he mingles both: the wretch decreed 
| To taſte the bad, unmix'd, is curs'd indeed; 


Puriu'd by wrongs, by meagre famine drivin, 
He wanders, . outcalt both of earth and heavin, 670 


55 
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The happieſt taſte not happineſs ſincere, 
Bur find the cordial draught is daſh'd with care, 


Who more than Peleus ſhone in wealth and pow'r? 
W hat ſtars concurring bleſs'd his natal hour ? | 


A realm, a Goddeſs, to his wiſhes given; 675 
Grac'd by the Gods with all the gifts: of heav nl 

One evil yet o ertakes his lateſt day: 

No race ſucceeding to imperial ſway; 

An only ſon; and he (alas!) orduin'd „ 
To fall untimely in a foreign land. "= OSS 
See him, in Troy, the pious care decline, 15 
Of his weak age, to live the curſe of thine! 
Thou too, old man, haſt happier days vebeld 


| Fn riches once, in children once xcell'd 


Extended Phrygia own'd thy ample reign, 9 685- 
And all fair Leſbos“ bliisful feats contain, | 


And all wide Helleſpont” s unmeaſur'd main, 

But fince the God his hand has pleas'd co turn, 

And fill thy meaſure from his bitter urn, 
What ſees the ſon, but hapleſs heroes fills? 690 
| War, and the blood of men, ſurround thy walls! 

| What muſt be, muſt be, Bear thy lot, nor ſhed | 

| Theſe unavailing ſorrows o'er the dead; 

Thou canſt not call him from the Stygian ſhore; 


But thou, alas! mayſt live to ſuffer corel! 69 
To whom the king: Oh favour'd of the ſkies! ) 
Here let me grow to earth! fince Hector lies 5 
On the bare beach, depriv'd of obſequies. 
Oh give me Hector! tony <yes reſtore | 
His corſe, and take the s: I aſk no more, co 


Thou, as thou mayſt, theſe bi ues ſtores enjoy; 
Safe mayſt thou ſail, and turn thy wrath tro. n Troy; ; 
So ſhall thy pity end forvearance give 
A weak oid man to ſec the l. Zht and live! | 
Move me no more, (Achilles thus replies, 705 
While kindling anger Jparklcd in his eyes); 


232 
Nor ſeek by tears my ſteady ſoul to bend; 

To yield thy Hector I mylelf intend : 

For know, from Jove my Goddeſs-mother came, 
(old Ocean's daughter, filver footed dame); 710 
Nor comꝭſt thou but by heav'n; nor com'it alone, To 
Some God impels with courage not thy ownz 
No human hand the weighty gates unbarr'd, _ 
Nor could the boldeſt of our youth have dar' d ; 
To paſs our outworks, or elnde the guard. 7157 
Ceaſe; left, neglectſul of high Jove's command, 

I ſhow thee, king! thou tread'ſt on hoſtile land; 

\ Releaſe my knees, thy ſuppliant arts give o'er, 
And ſhake the purpoſe of my ſoul no more. 


| The fire obey'd him, trembling and o WAS, 249 | 


Achilles, like a lion, ruſb'd abroad; 


Automedon and Alcimus attend, 


= (Whom moſt he honour'd ſince he oſt his friend); ; 
Theſe to unyoke the mules and horſes went. 
And led the hoary herald to the tent; 725 
Next heap'd on high the num'rous preſents bear 
(Great HeQor's ranſom) from the poliſh'd car. 

To ſplendid mantles, and a carpet fpread, 

They leave, to cover, and inwrap the dead. 


Then call the handmaids with aſſiſtant toil 730 


To waſh the body and anoint with oil; 
Apart from Priam; leſt th* unhappy lire 
Provok'd to a Vip once more rouſe to ire 
The ſtern Pelides; and not facred age, 

Nor Jove's command, ſhould check the riſing rage. 735 
7 hus done, the garments o'er the corſe they prongs. 
Achilles liſts it to the fun'ral bed: 

Then, while the body on the car they laid, 
He groans, and c.lis o lov'd Patrocius' Wade. 

It in that gloom, which never ight mult know, 

The Geeds of mortals touch the ghoſts below; 741 
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DO friend! forgive me, that E thus fulfil 


(Reſtoring Hector) heav'n's unqueſtion'd will, 


| The gifts the father gave, be ever thine, 
To grace thy manes, and adorn thy ſhrine, 743 


He faid, and ent'ring, took his ſeat of ſtate, 


Where full before him rev'rend Priam ſat : 


To whom, compos'd the godlike chief degun. 


Lo! to thy pray'r reſtor'd thy breathleſs ſon;; 
Extended on the funeral couch he lies 5750 

And ſoon as morning paints the eaſtern ſkies, 5 195 
The ſight is granted to thy longing eyes. 


But now the peaceful hours of ſacred night 


Demand refe on, and to reſt invite: . 
Nor thou, O father! thus conſum'd with wo, 755 


The common cares that nouriſh life, forego. 
Not thus did Niobe, of form divine, 


A parent once, whoſe ſorrows equall'd thine: 

Six youthful ſons, as many blooming maids, 

In one ſad day beheld the Stygian ſhades; EI. +} 

Thoſe by Apolla's filver bow were ſlain, 1 85 

| Theſe Cynthia's arrows ſtretch'd upon the plain: 

So was her pride chaſtis'd by wrath divine, 

Who match'd her own with bright Latona's line; 

But two the Goddeſs, twelve the queen enjoy'd; 768 

| Thoſe boaſted twelve th' avenging two deliroy'd. 
Steep'd in their blood, and in the duſt outſpread, 


Nine days, neglected, lay expos'd the dead; 
None by to weep them, to inhume them none 


(For Jove had turn'd the nation all to ſtone): 770 


The Gods themſelves at length relenting, gave 

Th' unhappy race the honours of a Brave, 

Herſelf a rock, (for ſuch was heav'n's high will). 
Through deſarts wild now pours a weeping rill; 
Where round the bed whence Achelous forings, 775 
The wat'ry ſairies dance in waz) rings, 
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She ſtands her own ſad monument of wo; _ 


The rock for ever laſts, the tears for ever flow. 
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There high on Sipylus's ſhaggy brow, 


; 


Such griefs, O king! have other parents known; 


Remember theirs, and mitigate thy own. 
The care of heav'n thy Hector has appear'd, 
Nor ſhall he lie unwept and uninterr'd; 
Soon may thy aged cheeks in tears be erown'd, 
And all the eyes of Ilion ſtream around. i 
Ne faid; and, riſing, choſe the victim ewe 
With ſilver fleece, which his attendants flew, 
The limbs they ſever from the rezking hide, 
With {kill prepare them, and in parts divides 
Each on the coals the ſep'rate morſels lays, 
And haſty ſnatches from the riſing blaze. 
With bread the glitt'ring caniſters they load, 
Which round the board Automedon beſtow'd; 
The chief himſelf to each his portion plac'd, 


And each indulging ſhar'd in ſweet repaſt. 


When now the rage of hunger was repreſt, 
The wond'ring hero eyes his royal gueſt; 
No leſs the royal gueſt the hero eyes, 

His godlike aſpect and majeſtic ſize : 


Here youthful grace and noble fire engage, 


And there the mild benevolence of age. 


Thus gazing long, the ſilence neither broke, 


(A ſolemn ſeene!) at length the father ſpoke. 


Permit me now, belov'd of Jove! to ſteep 


My careful temples in the dew of ſleep: 


For ſince the day that number'd with the dead 


My hapleſs ſon, the duſt has been my bed: 
Soft ſl:+p a ſtranger to my weeping eyes, 
My only food my ſorrows and my fighs ! 


Till now, encourag'd by the grace you give, 
L iharc thy banquet, and conlent to live, 
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With that, Achilles bade prepare the bed, 


With purple ſoft, and ſhaggy carpets ſpread ; 


Forth, by the flaming lights, they bend their way, 
And place the couches, and the cov'rings lay, 818 
Then he: Now, father, lleep; but fl:ep not here: 
Conſult thy ſafety, and forgive my fear, 

Leſt any Argive (at this our awake, 


No aſk our pen TY or our orders take) 


Approaching ſudden to our open'd tent, 820 | 
Perchance betold thee, and our grace prevent. 
Should fuch report thy honour'd perſon here, 


The king of men the ranſom might defer : 


But ſay with ſpced, if aught of thy deſire 


T' inter thy Hediot 4 ? for ſo long we ſtay. 
-Our flaught'ring arm, and bid the hoſts obey. 
If then thy will permit (the monarch ſaid) 


my To finiſh all due honours to the dead, 


This of thy grace accord: to thee are own 820 
The fears of Ilion, clos'd within her town; 


And at what diſtance from our walls aſpire 

] he hills of Ide, and foreſts for the fire. 

Nine days to vent our ſorrows I requelt, 
The tenth ſhall ſee the fun'ral and the feaſts 835 
The next to raiſe his monument be giv'n; 

The twelith we war, if war be doom'd by heaven! 
This thy requelt (reply'd the chief) enjoy: 
Till then our arms ſuſpend the fall of Troy. 

Then gave: his hand at parting, to prevent 840 
The old wan's fears, and tarn'd within the tent; 
Where fair Briſeis, bright in blooming charms, 
Expects her hero with defiring arms, 

But in the poren. the king and heraldreſt, 
Sad dreams of care y.t wand'ring in their breaſt, $45 
Now Gods and men the gifts of ſl:ep partake ; 
induſtrious Hermes only was awake, 
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The king's return revolving in his mind, 
To pals the ramparts, and the watch to blind, 

The pow'r deſcending hover'd o'er his head: 850 
And ſleep'ſt thou, father! (thus the viſion ſaid), 
Now doſt thou fleep, when Hector is reſtor'd ? 

Nor fear the Grecian foes, or Grecian lord? 
Thy preſence here ſhould ſtern Atrides ſee, 


Thy ſtill ſurviving ſons may ſue for thee, 2098: f 


May offer all thy treaſures yet contain, 
Io ſpare thy age; and offer all in vain, 
Wak'd with the word, the Wen ſire aroſe, 
And rais'd his friend; the God before him goes, 


He joins the mules, directs them with his hand. 860 4 


And moves in ſilence through the hoſtile land. 


When now to Xanthus' yellow ſtream they drove, = 


__ {Xanthus, immortal progeny of 3 
The winged Deity forſook their view, 


And in a moment to Olympus flex. OP 


Now ſhed Aurora round her ſaffron ray, 

Sprung through the gates of light, and gave the day: 

Charg'd with their mour nful load, to Ilion go 

The ſage and king, majeſtically flow, , 

Caſſandra firſt beholds, from Ilion's ſpire, 870 

The fad proceſſion of her hoary ſire; N 

Then, as the penſive pomp advanc'd more near, 

Her breathleſs brother ſtretch'd upon the bier!) 

A ſhow'r of tears o'erflows her beanteous eyes, 

| Alarming thus all Ilion with her cries. 875 
Turn here your ſteps, and here your eyes employ, 

Ye wretched daughters, and ye ſons of Troy! 

If e'er ye ruſh'd in crouds, with vaſt delight, 

To hail your hero glorious from the fight; 


Now meet him dead, and let your ſorrows flow ! 5 880 


| Your common triumph, and your common wo. 
In thronging crouds they iſſue to the plains, 
Nor man, nor woman in the walls remains; 


. 
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In ev'ry face the ſelf-ſame grief is ſhown, Tos, 
And Troy ſends forth one univerſal groan, 885 


At Scæa's gates they meet the mourning wain, 


Hang on the wheels, and grovel round the ſlain. 
The wife and mother, frantic with deſpair, 


Kiſs his pale cheek, and rend their ſcatter'd hair: 


Thus wildly wailing, at the gates they lay 25 
And there had figh'd and ſorrow'd out che day; 1 


But godlike Priam from the chariot roſe; 


Forbear (he cry'd) this violence of week; 


Firſt to the palace let the car proceed, 
Ihen pour your boundleſs ſorrows o'er the dead. 99 s 


The waves of people at his word divide, 
Slow rolls the chariot through the following tide; 


| Eva to the palace the ſad pomp they wait : 


„ 


70 


80 


They weep, and place him on the bed of late. 
A melancholy choir attend around, 900 


, With plaintive ſighs, and muſic's ſolemn found: 


Alternately they fing, alternate flow 


 _'THh' obedient tears, melodious in their wo, 
9 


While deeper ſorrows groan from each full heart, 
And nature ſpeaks at ev'ry pauſe of art. 905 
Firſt to the corſe the weeping conſort flew; | 


Around his neck her milk white arms ſhe threw, 


And oh my Hector! oh my lord ſhe cries, 


ö Snatch'd in thy bloom from theſe deſiring eyes! 
Thou to the diſmal realms for ever dans „ 


And I abandon'd, deſolate, alone! 

An only ſon, once comfort of our pains, 
Sad product now of hapleſs love remains! 
Never to manly age that ſon fhall riſe, . 
Or with increaſing graces glad my eyes: Ons 
For Ilion now (her great defender ſlain) 
Shall fink a ſmoaking ruin on the plain. 

Who now protects ber wives with guardian care ? 2 
Who ſaves her infants from the rage of war? 
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Now hoſtile fleets muſt waft thoſe infants o“ er, 920 
{ Thole wives muſt wait them), to a foreign ſhore! 
Thou too, my fon! to barb rous climes ſhult go, 
The ſad companion of thy mother's wo; 

Driv'n hence a flave before the victor's ſword ; | 

Condemn'd to toil for ſome inhuman lord: 9235 
Dr elſe ſome Greek whoſe father preſs'd the plain, Fes 

Or ſon, or brother, by great Hector flain, | 
In HeRor's blood his vengeance ſh4jl enjoys 
And hurl thee headlong from the tow'rs of Troy. 


For thy ſtern father never ſpar'd a foe: 3230 5 


Thence all theſe tears, and all this ſcene of wo l 
Thence many evils his fad parents bore, 

Eis parents many, but his conſort more. 

Why gav'ſt thou not to me thy dying hand? 


And why receiv'd not I thy Jaſt command? 935 | 


Some word thou would have ſpoke, which nog 

My ſoul might keep, or utter with a tear; 

Which never, never could be loſt in air, 

Fix'd in my heart, and oft repeated there ! 

Thus to her weeping maids ſhe makes her moan; 

Her weeping handmaids echo groan for groan. 941 
The mournful mother next ſuſtains her part, 

oh thou, the beſt, the deareſt to my heart! 

Of all my race thou moſt by heav'n approv'd, 

And by th'immortals ev'n in death beloved! 945 

While all my other ſons in barb'rous bands BY 

Achilles bound, and fold to foreign lands, 

This felt no chains, but went a glorious vs ghoſt 

Free and a hero, to the Srygian coaſt. 


Sentenc'd, *tis true, by his inhuman doom, 950 


Thy noble corſe was dragg'd around the tomb, 
(T he tomb of him thy warlike arm had flain), 
Ungen'rous inſult, impotent and vain! Ep 
Yet glow! thou freſh with ev'ry living grace; 
No mark of pain, or violence of face; 
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Roſy and fair ! as Phœbus' ſilver bow 


Diſmiſs'd thee gently to the ſhades below, 
Thus ſpoke the dame, and melted into tears, 


Sad Helen next in pomp of grief appears: 


Faſt from the ſhining ſluices of her eyes 96⁰ 


Fall the round cryſtal drops, while thus ſhe cries, 


Ah deareſt friend! in whom the Gods had join'd 


: The mildeſt manners with the braveſt mind: 


Now twice ten years (unhappy years) are o'er, | 
Since Paris brought me to the Trojan ſnore; 965 
(Oh had I periſh'd, ere that form divine | 
Seduc'd this ſoft, this eaſy heart of mine! 


| Vet was it ne'er my fate, from thee to find 
A "deed ungentle, or a word unkind : 


When others curs'd the auth'reſs of their wo, c 970 


Thy pity check'd my ſorrows in their lows _ 
If ſome proud brother ey'd me with diſdain, ? 


Or ſcornful ſiſter with her ſweeping train; 


Thy gentle accents ſoſten'd all my pain. 
For thee I mourn; and mourn myſelf in thee, 975 


The wretched ſource of all this miſery! 

The fate I caus'd, for ever I bemoan; 
Sad Helen has no friend, now thou art gone! 
Through Troy's wide ſtreets abandon'd 1 ſhall roam! | 
In Troy deſerted as abhor'd at home 98 
so ſpake the fair, with ſorrow-ſreaming M 


Diſtreſsſul beauty melts each ſtander by; 


On all around th' infectious ſorrow grows; 
But Priam a check d the torrent as it roſe, 


And fell the foreſts for a fun ral pyre: 
Twelve days, nor foes nor ſecret ambuſh dread; 
Achilles grants theſe honours to the dead. 
He ſpoke; and at the word the T rojan train 


T heir mules and oxen harneſs t to the wain, 990 
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Pour through the gates, and fell'd from Ida's crown, 
Roll back the gather'd foreſts to the town, 

"Theſe toils continue nine ſucceeding days, 

And high in air a ſylvan ſtructure raiſe, | 


But when the tenth fair morn began to ſhine, 995 
Forth to the pile was born the man divine, z 
And plac'd aloft: while all, with ſtreaming eyes, 


Beheld the flames and rolling ſmokes ariſe, | 


Soon as Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 


With roſy luſtre ſtreak'd the dewy lawn; 1000 


Again the mournful crouds ſurround the pyre, 


And quench with wine the yet-remaining fire : 
The ſnowy bones his friends and n; place | 


(With tears collected) 1 in a golden vale ; 
'The golden vaſe in purple palls they roll 'd, 100; 


Of ſofteſt texture, and inwrought with gold. 


Laſt o'er the urn the ſacred earth they ſpread, 
And rais'd the tomb, memorial of the dead. 
(Strong guards and ſpics, till all the rites were done, 


Watch'd from the riſing to the ſetting ſun), 1010 


All Troy then moves to Priam's court ein, 


A ſolemn, ſilent, melancholy train: 
Aſſembled there, from pious toil they reſt, 


And ſadly ſhar'd the laſt ſepulchral feaſt, _ 
such honours Ilion to her hero paid, 1015 
And peaceful ſlept the mighty HeRor's ſhade, 


Tie Endof theIu 14 AY. 
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